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BY AFP RI E N P. 


| DEAR MADAM, Briſtol, October 20, 1784. 

FF HERE is nothing more inconvenient 
= than a high reputation, as it ſubjects 
the poſſeſſor to continual applications, which 
thoſe of a contrary character entirely eſcape. 
The delight which you are known to feel in 
protecting real genius, and in cheriſhing de- 


preſſed virtue, expoſes you to the preſent in- 
a 3 truſion, 
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truſion, from which a cold heart, and an illi 
beral ſpirit, would have effectually ſecured 
you. 


On my return from Sandleford, a copy of 
verſes was ſhewn me, ſaid to be written by a 
poor illiterate woman in this neighbourhood, 
who ſells milk from door to door. The ſtory | 
did not engage my faith, but the verſes excited: 
my attention; for, though incorrect, they 
breathed the genuine ſpirit of Poetry, and 
were rendered ſtill more intereſting, by a cer- 
tain natural and ſtrong expreſſion of miſery, 
which ſeemed to fill the heart and mind of the 
Author. On making diligent enquiry into 
her hiſtory and character, I found that ſhe had 
been born and bred in her preſent humble ſta- 
tion, and had never received the leaſt educa- 
tion, except that her brother had taught her 
to write. Her mother, who was alſo a milk- 
woman, appears to have had ſenſe and piety, 
and to have given an early tincture of religion 
to this poor woman's mind, She is about 

| eight- 
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eight-and=twenty, was married very young, to 
a man who is ſaid to be honeſt and ſober, but 
of a turn of mind very different from her 
own. Repeated loſſes, and a numerous fa- 
mily, for they had fix children in ſeven 
years, reduced them very low, and the ri- 
gours of the laſt ſevere winter ſunk them 
to the extremity of diſtreſs. For your fake, 
dear Madam, and for my own, I wiſh I could 
entirely paſs over this part of her ſtory; 
but ſome of her moſt affecting verſes would be 
unintelligible without it. Her aged mother, 
her ſix little infants, and herſelf (expecting 
every hour to lie in), were actually on the 
point of periſhing, and had given up every 
hope of human aſſiſtance, when the Gentle- 
man, ſo gratefully mentioned in her Poem to 
STELLA, providentially heard of their diſtreſs, 
which I am afraid ſhe had too carefully con- 
cealed, and haſtened to their relief. The poor 
woman and her children were preferved ; but— 
(imagine, dear Madam, a ſcene which will 
not bear a detail) for the unhappy mother, 

3 rr ann: a all 


vii A PREFATORY LETTER 
all aſſiſtance came too late; ſhe had the joy 


to ſee it arrive, but it was a joy ſhe was no 
longer able to bear, and it was more fatal to 
her than famine had been. You will find 
our Poeteſs frequently alluding to this ter- 
rible circumſtance, which has left a ſettled 


impreſſion of ſorrow on her mind. 


When I went to ſee her, I obſerved a perfect 
ſimplicity in her manners, without the leaſt 
affectation or pretenſion of any kind: ſhe 
neither attempted to raiſe my compaſſion by 
her diſtreſs, nor my admiration by her parts. 
But, on a more familiar acquaintance, I have 
had reaſon to be ſurpriſed at the juſtneſs of her 
taſte, the faculty I leaſt expected to find in 
her. In truth, her remarks on the books ſhe 
has read are ſo accurate, and ſo conſonant to 
the opinions of the beſt critics, that, from 
that very circumſtance, they would appear trite 
and common-place, in any one who had been 
in habits of ſociety ; for, without having ever 
converſed with any body above her own level, 
ſhe 
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ſhe ſeems to poſſeſs the general principles of 


found taſte and juſt n 


I was curious to know what poetry ſhe had 
read. With the Night Thoughts, and Para- 


diſe Loſt, I found her well acquainted ; but 


ſhe was aſtoniſhed to learn that Young and 
Milton had written any thing elſe. Of Pope, 
ſhe had only ſeen the Eloiſa; and Dryden, 
Spenſer, Thomſon, and Prior, were quite un- 
known to her, even by name. She has read 


a few of Shakeſpeare's Plays, and ſpeaks of a 


tranſlation of the Georgics, which ſhe has 


ſomewhere ſeen, with the warmeſt poetic 


rapture. 


But though it 1 been denied to her to 


drink at the pure well-head of Pagan Poeſy, 


yet, from the true fountain of divine Inſpira- 


tion, her mind ſeems to have been wonderfully 


nouriſhed and enriched. The ſtudy of the 


ſacred Scriptures has enlarged her imagination, 


and ennobled her language, to a degree only. 


credible 
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credible to thoſe, who, receiving them as the 


voice of everlaſting Truth, are at the pains to 


appreciate the various and exquiſite beauties of 


compoſition which they exhibit. For there 


is, as I have heard you remark, in the Pro- 


phets, in Job, and in the Pſalms, a character 


of thought, and a ſtyle of expreſſion, between 


Eloquence and Poetry, by which a great mind, 
diſpoſed to either, may be ſo elevated and 


- warmed, as, with little other affiſtance, to be- 


come a Poet or an Orator. 


By the next poſt, I will ſend you ſome of - 
her wild wood- notes. You will find her, like 


all unlettered Poets, abounding in imagery, 


metaphor, and perſonification; her faults, in 


this reſpect, being rather thoſe of ſuperfluity 


than of want. If her epithets are now and 


then bold and vehement, they are ſtriking and 


original; and I ſhould be ſorry to ſee the wild 
_ vigour of her ruſtic muſe poliſhed into ele- 


gance, or laboured into correctneſs. Her ear 


is perfect; there is ſometimes great felicity 


in 


/ 
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in the ſtructure of her blank verſe, and ſhe 
often varies the pauſe with a happineſs which 
looks like ſkill. She abounds in falſe con- 
cords, and inaccuracies of various kinds ; the 
T groſſeſt of which have been corrected. You 
will find her often diffuſe from redundancy, 
and oftener obſcure from brevity ; but vou 
will ſeldom find in her thoſe inexpiable poetic 
ſins, the falſe thought, the puerile conceit, the 7; 
diſtorted image, and the incongruous meta- 
phor, the common reſources of bad Poets, and 


the not uncommon blenuſhes of good ones. 


If this commendation be thought exagge- 
rated, qualify it, dear Madam, with the re- 
flection that it belongs to one who writes 
under every complicated diſadvantage; who is 
deſtitute of all the elegancies of literature, the 
accommodations of leiſure, and, I will not 
barely ſay the convenizncies, but the ne- 
ceffaries of life: to one who does not know 
à ſingle rule of Grammar, and who has never 
even ſeen a Dictionary. 


Chill 
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Chill Penury repreſs'd her noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of her ſoul. 


Though I have a high reverence fil art, ſtudy, | 
and inſtitution, and for all the mighty names 
and maſter ſpirits who have given laws to 
Taſte, yet I am not ſorry, now and then, to 
convince the ſupercilious Critic, whoſe maſs 


of knowledge is not warmed by a ſingle par- 


ticle of native fire, that genius is antecedent _ 


to rules, and independent on criticiſm; for 
who, but his own divine and incomprehenſible 

genius, pointed out to Shakeſpeare, while he 
was holding horſes at the play-houſe door, 
every varied poſition of the human mind, every 
ſhade of diſcrimination in the human charac- 
ter? all the diſtinct affections, and all the 
complicated feelings of the heart of man? 
Who taught him to give to the dead letter of 
narrative the living ſpirit of action; to com- 
bine the moſt philoſophic turn of thinking 

with the warmeſt energies of Paſſion, and to 
embelliſh both with all the graces of Imagina- 
&-- f tion, 


TO MRS, MONTAGU, xiii 
tion, and all the enthuſiaſm of Poetry? to 
make every deſcription a picture, and every 


ſentiment an axiom ? to know how every be- 


ing which did exiſt, would ſpeak and act in 


5 every ſuppoſed circumſtance of ſituation; and 
7 how every being, which did ot exiſt but in 
| imagination, uſt ſpeak and act, if ever he 
= were to be called into real exiſtence ? . ; 
: But to return to the ſubje& of my Letter : 
When I expreſſed to her my ſurpriſe at two or 
: three claſſical allufions in one of her Poems, 
| and inquired how ſhe came by them, ſhe ſaid 
i ſhe had taken them from little ordinary prints 
which hung in a ſhop-window. This hint 
; may, perhaps, help to account for the man- 
ner in which a late untutored, and unhappy, 
- but very ſublime genius of this town *, caught 
ſome of thoſe ideas which diffuſe through his 
- writings a certain air of learning, the reality 
5 
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*Chatterton. 
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of which he did not poſſeſs. A great mind at 
once ſeizes and appropriates to itſelf whatever 
is new and ſtriking; and I am perſuaded, that a 
truly poetic ſpirit has often the art of appearing 
to be deeply informed on ſubjects of which he 


only knows the general principle; by ſkilfully 


ſeizing the miſter ſeature, he is thought art- 
fully to reject the detail with which, in fact, 


he is unacquainted; ; and obtains that credit 


for his knowledge which is better due to his 
judgment. 


I have the ſatisfaction to tell you, dear Ma- 5 


dam, that our poor Enthuſiaſt i is active and in- 


duſtrious in no common degree. The Muſes 


Have not cheated her into an opinion, that the 


retailing a few fine maxims of virtue, may 
exempt her from the moſt exact probity i in her 
conduct. I have had ſome unequivocal proofs 


that her morality has not evaporated in ſenti- 


ment, but is, I verily believe, fixed in a ſet- 
tled principle. Without this, with all her 
7 ingenuity, 
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Ingenuity, as ſhe would not have obtained 
my friendſhip, ſo I ſhould not have had the 


courage to ſolicit for her your protection. 


1 already anticipate your generous con- 


currence in a little project I have in view 


for her relief. It is not intended to place 


her in ſuch a ſtate of independence as might 
ſeduce her to devote her time to the idle- 
neſs of Poetry. I hope the is convinced, 
that the making of verſes is not the great 


| buſineſs of human life; and that, as a wife 


and a mother, ſhe has duties to fill, the 


ſmalleſt of which is of more value than the 


fineſt verſes ſhe can write: : but as it has 


pleaſed God to give her theſe talents, may 


they not be made an inſtrument to mend 


her ſituation, if we publiſh a ſmall volume 


of her Poems by ſubſcription ? The libera- 


lity of my friends leaves me no room to doubt 


of ſucceſs. — Preſſing as her diſtreſſes are, 


if I did not-think her heart was rightly turn- 


: ed, 


—— — 


xvi A PREFATORY LETTER 

ed, I ſhould be afraid of propoſing ſuch a 
meaſure, left it ſhould unſettle the ſobriety of 
her mind, and, by exciting her vanity, in- 
diſpoſe her for the laborious employments 
of her humble condition ; but it would be 
cruel to imagine that we cannot mend her 


fortune without impairing her virtue. 


Por my own. part, 1 do not feel myſelf 
actuated by the idle vanity of a diſcoverer; for I 
confeſs, that the ambition of bringing to light 
A genius buried in obſcurity, operates much . 
leſs powerfully | on my mind, than the wiſh | 
to reſcue a meritorious woman from miſery, 
for it is not fame, but bread, which I am anx- 


ious to ſecure to her, 


I ſhould aſk your pardon for this dull and 
tedious Letter, if I were not aſſured that you 
are always ready to ſacrifice your moſt elegant 
purſuits to the humbleſt claims of humanity; 


and that the ſweetneſs of renown has not leſ- 
{ened 
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ſened your ſenſibility for the pleaſures of be- 
nevolence, nor deſtroyed your reliſh for that 


moſt touching and irreſiſtible elaquence, the 


bleſſing of him who was ready to periſh. 
hs 1 = 
| Dear Mayan, 
Your much obliged, 
and very faithful 


humble Servant, 


HANNAH MORE. 
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To THE 


NOBLE AND 3 
8 U B S CRI BE R & -] 


Who ſo liberally patronized 
A BOOK or POEMS, 
Publiſhed under the Auſpices of 


M155 1 MOR E, 


Of Pans: -STREET, Baisror, 


; 


The following Naxzarve is moſt humbly addreſſed, | 


AM faid to have proved ungrateful to my 
patroneſs.— The charge I diſclaim. Every 
return that powerleſs gratitude could make, I 
| have offered; but have fatally experienced, that 
ſimple expreſſion only was inadequate to Miſs 
Mokx's extenſive and ſuperior mind,=To ex- 
10 culpate myſelf from the monſtrous charge of 
ingratitude falls to my lot. Moſt irkſome the 
taſk | yet, with the moſt humble deference to 
the noble patronage [ am > honoured with, 1 will 


1 9 5 purſue . 


Highly meritorious would it have been in 
Miſs H. More, not to have urged me to the 
: E taſk, 
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taſk, by injuring my character, after chaining 
me down by obligations. And, great as thoſe 
obligations are, which that lady has conditionally 
laid on me, I would gladly reſign every advan- 
tage reſulting from them, for that untainted 
and happy obſcurity I once poſſeſſed. 
"When the firſt edition of my book came out, 
and the balance was paid by the bookſeller to Miſs 
H. More, ſhe ordered her attorney to prepare 
a deed of truſt, appointing Mrs. Montagu (for 
whom I will ever retain the higheſt veneration 5 
and reſpect) with herſelf, the truſtees. It was 
ſent to Briſtol the day my books came here, 
with an order for it to be ſigned by my huſband 
and me immediately, and returned to London 
the next morning. I had no time to peruſe it, 
nor take a copy; and, from the rapidity. with 


SY which this circumſtance was conducted, I feared 
a to aſk it. The eldeſt Miſs More read the deed, 
i Fe os in a converſation ſome time before, had told 
+ NY, 5 that if her ſiſter choſe to ſay ſhe had hut 
—— 3 pence of mine, ſhe might, for the world 
ff | +. could not get it out of her hands.” —My feel- 
ma e were all ſtruck at —1 felt as a mother 
FR _ deemed unworthy the tuition or care of her 
ill family; and imagined my conduct and prin- 
ciples muſt of neceſſity be falſely repreſented to 
W a generous public, in order to juſtify the preſent 
he | meaſure.— Even the intereſt was not allowed me, 
n x b 2 but 
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but on the capricious terms, that ſhe ſhould lay 
it out as ſhe thought proper ; without any con- 


dition in the deed whereby my children might 
have an undeniable claim in future. In ſhort, 


every circumſtance was calculated to depreſs 


a mind naturally deſpairing; and in deſpair / 
1 ſigned this incomplete and unſatisfactory deed 


and I vainly imagined, by this ſubmiſſion, I 
had fecured my character from the imputation 


of ingratitude, as I relinquiſhed all, even the 


rights of a mother, at Miſs H. More's requeſt. 


When that lady came to Briſtol, we had ſeveral 


interviews s, in one of which her ſiſter mentioned 


my owing a little money. Miſs H. More ſaid 
The was forry I owed any money ; adding, wes | | 


* it is much, I cannot pay it—Will you give me 

* an account, to a ſhilling, what you owe —*—1 
told her, I believed it was about ten pounds. 
She ſaid it ſhould be paid. I was invited to ſup 
with her a few nights after, and ſhe then gave 
me the above ſum; addreſſing me, after ſupper, 
in the following words: Mrs. Yearſley, now 

* you know W you have to truſt to. I can 


do no more, if any thing ſhould happen; the 


* money lodged in the rand is three hundred 
Land fifty pounds, which nobody but myſelf 
or Mrs. Montagu can ever call out. You 


have complained much of being in debt we 
** hear it from every quarter,” — * Madam,“ 


ſaid 


MRS, YEARSLEY'S NARRATIVE, xxi 


ſaid I, I * complain of nothing, but for the 
* want of a declaration of the deed for the fu- 
* ture ſecurity of my children; therefore ſhall be 
much obliged to you for it, and a copy of the 
* deed itſelf,” —Miſs H. More exclaimed, *© Are 


00 you mad, Mrs, Yearſley ? or have you drank a ' 


F | glaſs too much? Who are your adviſers? I am 
certain you have drank, or you would not talk 
to me in this manner.” 

1 replied, * Madam, you are very wrong to 
ee think I have drank. I am only anxious on 


** my children's account. Circumſtances may 
** change, ten or twenty years hence, when per- 


* haps I am no more; and I only wiſh for a 

copy of the deed, as a little memorandum for 

* my children ; nor do I think the On 
* unreaſonable.” 


Miſs Betty More ſaid, « 1 don't think you 


* unreaſonable, Mrs. Vearſley; but there is a 


manner of ſpeaking.” —I told her, As to 


* From this time, I became very obnoxious to Miſs 


H. More, on account of a very trifling additional 


circumſtance, the diſcovery of my buying what is 


called the hog-waſh of her kitchen; and I am charged 


with the publication of it. I told her, when ſhe charged 
me with it, that I could not ſee how it could offend her, 
as it was the perquiſite of her Cook, and had been paid 

for by the perſon who had it before I had the honour of 
knowing her. 


bz 22 3 0 5. 
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the manner of ſpeaking, I fear I ſhall always 


* err in that, as I have not been accuſtomed to 
* your rules of poliſhed life.” —Miſs H. More 


11 * wonder you can ſuſpect Mrs. Montagu, 


* if you ſuſpect me.“ -I anſwered, © Far be it 
** from me to ſuſpect either; nor do I think I 
e have acted as if I was ſuſpicious.” —Miſs H. 


15 replied, How would you have acted if 


you were: „ Different from what I have, 


Madam,“ ſaid I. [My anſwer here alluded to 


my confidence in giving Miſs More all the pre- 


ſents I had received, from time to time, from 


thoſe generous friends who viſited me while I 
was writing my poems; often leaving myſelf 
without a ſhilling. My motive was, that no 


perſon's generoſity might be concealed.] 


Miſs H. More then ſaid, Why it is your 


1 n of heart, NO” Yearſley, that has al- 


ways charmed us.“ 
I felt more emotion from this trifling com- 
mendation, than from all ſhe had haughtily ex- 


preſſed; and, finding I could not conceal it, haſtily 


withdrew, only wiſhing the ladies a good night. 
Three weeks elapſed before I again ſaw Miſs 


H. More, though I went daily to the houſe for 
| the diſh-waſhings “. 


Miſs 


*I am greatly hurt in obliging my readers to deſcend 
to this poor circumſtance; but the explanation will fur- 
f | ther 
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Miſs More, from that period, intirely altered 
her conduct to me. Though, after the moſt dili- 
gent enquiry, ſhe had given me the moſt flatter- 
ing character, in her letter to Mrs. Montagu, 
informing that lady, * That it has been denied 
* this poor recluſe to drink at the pure well- 
1 "MAW. of pagan poeſy; yet, from the true foun- 

* tain of divine inſpiration, her mind has been 

« wonderfully cheriſhed - and enriched ; nor has 

the retailing a few fine maxims of virtue cheat- 
* ed her of the moiſt exact probity of heart: in- 
< duſtrious in no common degree, pious, unam- 
2 Nn ſimple and unaffected in her man- 

ners, of which I have received inconteſtable 

* proofs." 

| Theſe, with many more perfections, are the 
ornaments with which this very conſiſtent lady 
has thought fit to adorn the Milk-woman of 
Clifton ! But, alas ! how fallacious is eloquence ! 
how inconſtant capricious affection, when ſteady 
principle is not the baſis From elaborate com- 
mendation, the elevated Stella deſcends to low 
ſcurrility, charging me with © drunkenneſs,” 


ther elucidate Stella's friendly letter toa lady in London, 
wherein ſhe ſays, At the time this wretch is arraign- 
ing my conduct, ſhe is fetching. the waſh every day 
from my houſe.” —lt was in the courſe of theſe three 
weeks her letter was wrote, and, in this interval, the 
ſervant oftered me the money which I had paid for the 
year paſt, which I did not accept, 


by gambling,“ 
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gambling,“ © extravagance,” and: terming me 
& wretched,” © baſe,” © ungrateful,” ? ſpend- 
thrift;” boaſting, in the ſame letter, of ker cha- 
rity to a departed mother, whom, I ſolemnly de- 
clare, Miſs More never ſaw, nor ever relieved. 
My mother quitted this life in March; the firſt 
time I ſaw Miſs More was in September fol- 
lowing, when ſhe preſented me with a guinea, 
from the worthy Mrs. Montagu, which was af. 
terwards charged to the ſubſcription, and added 
to the money which Miſs More allowed me 
while I was writing my poems. 

The laſt and final i interview between Miſs More 
and me, took place in July, when three gentlemen 
were preſent, and all took a part in the converſa- 
tion. I ſpoke but little, my ſpirits were depreſ- 
ſed, but 1 carefully concealed my emotion.— 
Miſs More appeared to be greatly moved, and 
told me imperiouſly, that I was © a ſavage”— 
that © my veracity agreed with my other vir- 
tues'— that I had © a reprobate mind, and was 
a bad woman.“ —I replied, ** that her accuſa- 
tions could never make me a bad woman=that 
ſhe deſcended in calling me a ſavage, nor would 
ſhe have had the temerity to do 9 5 had 1 not 
given myſelf that name!“ | 

Miſs More then gave me her account of the 
money ſhe had advanced me ſince her friendſhip 
firſt commenced, which was twenty-eight pounds 
fourteen ſhillings, and offered me the dividend 

for 
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for the firſt half-year z which, with ſo much in- 


ſult, I could not accept“; but told her calmly, 
that ſhe had rendered obligation Inf upportable 


already, and I never would make it more op- 


preſſive; but ſhould be obliged to her if the 


would return my MS. copies. 


Miſs More replied, © They are left at the 
< printer's, Mrs. Learſley — Don't think I ſhall 


make any uſe. of them They are burnt. — 
+ Burnt!” ſaid 111 — She ſeemed confuſed — 


my heart felt for her; = thoſe ſhort pauſes 
convinced me that ſhe was hurt, and from that 
conſideration J was ſilent; but am till con- 
_ cerned that ſhe would not return thoſe poems 


which are not publiſhed, —Miſs More gave me 


a copy of the deed. I told her I deſired no 


more, and took my leave. 
Motives the moſt powerful and natural that 


can poſſeſs the female breaſt, urged me to re- 
quire a copy of the deed; nor can I now, at this 
preſent period, repent the requiſition, though it 
has been attended with ſo much calumny, and 


 þ may falſe repreſentations. — My character, 
which in one moment appeared ſo bright, and 


2 Stella wrote to London, that I daſhed the money in 
her face, and that I was otherwiſe very violent. I de- 


Clare thoſe charges to be totally without foundation: 


the money lay on the table, but was not touched by 


me. 


in 
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in the next tinged with every vice that can diſ- 
grace the ſex, excited many gentlemen and 
ladies to viſit me. To theſe I ſimply rehearſed 
the real fact; and produced the copy of the deed. 
None could juſtify it: but I am particularly in- 
debted to Mr. Shiells, for his generous and diſ- 
intereſted friendſhip. On reading the copy, that 
worthy gentleman immediately wrote to Miſs H. 
More ; but received no anſwer. Inſtead of an- 
ſwering his letter, the ingenuous Stella wrote to 
a lady in London, deſiring her letter might be 
read to Mr. Shiells.—It was; and contained all 
_ thoſe falſe charges on my character which I have 
here mentioned.—Mr. S. immediately wrote to 
Miſs More, deſiring he might be allowed a copy 
of this ſcurrilous letter; but received no anſwer. 
| —Three months elapſed before any thing more 
was done. Miſs More was adviſed either to 
grant a new deed, or reſign the truſt ; both 
which ſhe peremptorily refuſed, declaring, that 
no power upon earth ſhould oblige her to give 
up the truſt,” But my friends becoming till 
more in earneſt and determined, ſhe at laſt re- 
ſigned; but ſtill continues to juſtify her con- 
duct, by defaming mine,—Deplorable extremity} 
when innate principle condemns the varniſhed 
tale. | | 
0 Every cauſe of difference being now removed, 
my generous friend (Mr. S.) wrote to Miſs More, 
through 
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through the channel of her bookſeller, not know- 
ing where to addreſs her,—The contents of his 
impartial letter may not be unpleaſing to the 
mind that dare profeſs itſelf candid and un- 
prejudiced. | 

„Mr. S—— preſents his compliments t to Mr. 
* C——, and informs him, that by a letter he 
< has lately received from a friend at Briſtol, he 
* is agreeably informed, that by the interpoſi- 
** tion and good offices of the friends of Miſs | 
More and the Milk-woman, the difference 
© which unfortunately took place ſome months 
** ago, has been happily brought to a concluſion , 
* Miſs M having complied with the requi- 
* ſition of Mrs. Yearſley, and both their friends. 
| © Ir is therefore to be hoped that Miſs M 
* will now herſelf, or permit ſome friend of 
« both to draw up a ſhort paragraph, to wipe 

* away the ill. founded charges too haſtily 
* thrown upon that poor woman's character 
he is perſuaded, not from a badneſs of heart, 
** but in the warmth of reſentment for her haſty 
** requiſition of a copy of the deed of truſt, (which 
all her friends thought ſhe ought to have had a 
declaration of that deed, inſtead of the copy.) 
* That buſineſs may now be happily terminated, 


by the inſertion of a paragraph in the Public 
_ - Advertiſer, this being the proper period for the 


purpoſe, 
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* purpoſe, as the public opinion on the ſubject 
© has been arreſted for ſame months, as to the cauſe 
* of ſuch altercation between the © Patroneſs 


9 and Client,“ which produced that invidious pa- 


© ragraph in the Public Advertiſer, on the 8th 
of September laſt, which is ent ſuſpected 
“to come from Miſs H. M— (ſhe having 
& been called upon to diſavow it, without effect) 
* and the conſequent appearance of that of the 
* zoth of the ſame month, in reply. —Here is 
* now a fair opportunity of putting the whole 
matter upon a pleaſant footing, if Miſs M 
reed the mind ſhe is generally allowed 10 


10 have; but if ſhe ſhould decline, at leaſt a 
r public reconciliation, ſne can blame none but 


** herſelf.— This application proceeds from no 
5 Or motive than that of being inſtrumental 
* in opening again that ſource of kindly inter- 
e courſe between minds ſo congenial, If this 


* hint be adopted, it muſt certainly create very 
© pleaſing emotions, as well in the breaſt of Miſs 


M, as in every one of thoſe who are held 
* in ſuſpence till it happens; but muſt have a 
* contrary effect if it is neglected. By comply- 


Ling with this advice, the intereſt and happineſs 
of this poor woman, whom ſhe has brought 


by e public view, may {till receive the advan- 
* tage of her future patronage, and her own cha- 
2 6 * rafter 
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te rater be preſerved from the frbkig ley e 
of jealouſy, pique, or intereſted views,” 


Lambetbh, Fanuary 6th, 1786.” 


But to proceed to the narrative. Inſtead of be- 
nefiting from the friendly advice given by the 
above note, ſhe ſtill remained inexorable; and re- 
turned her anſwer i in the following lines to her 
bookſeller: 255 | 
4 Miſs More's compliments to Mr. C=—; 
* will be obliged to him to let Mr. Shiells 
© know, that, as nothing has happened to alter 
. 2 opinion of the Milk-woman, there never 
can be any more communication between 
« them: and ſhe thinks ſhe has a right to de- 
0 "live, that no uſe may be made of her name in 

* any news- paper or publication whatever; at 
*. leaſt it never will be with her conſent.” 


Hampton, January 124h,\ 1785.” 


This very generous and ultimate note wag 


conveyed to my friend by the bookſeller: - wbo 


has paid to me the caſh in his hands, after de- 
ducting all expences, with his declaration, that 
he will not engage any farther with me. And, 
being by him informed, that my poems are out 
of print, I have preſumed to publiſh this fourth 
edition, with a faithful ſtate of facts as they ſuc- 
ceſſively aroſe, 


Shielded | 


to wipe away the ſuggeſtion of having been aid- 
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Shielded by popular opinion, the ungenerous 


Stella aims at a defenceleſs breaſt—her arrows 


are of the moſt malignant kind—yet her endea- 
yours to cruſh an inſignificant wretch need not 


; be ſo amazingly ſtrenuous ; for J ſhould have 
ſunk into obſcurity again, had not my reputa- 
tion been ſo cruelly wounded.—I have to la- 


ment, that it does not require one ſhort hour for 
this expeditious lady to make her wonderful 


tranſit from the zenith of praiſe to the center of 
malicious detraction.— For all the perfection, 


fame, or virtues ſhe can boaſt of poſſeſſing, 
I would not be ſo much a Proteus ! 


Tt having been repreſented that my laſt welk 


received great ornament and addition from a 
learned and ſuperior genius, and my manuſcripts 


not exiſting to contradict it, I have ventured, 
without a guide, on a ſecond volume of poems, 
and will complete them with as much expedi- 
tion as the more important duties of my family 


Vill permit. 


Here let me cloſe this true but unpleaſant 
narrative, with the humble hope of your for- 
giveneſs, for obtruding on your attention ſo 


inſignificant a tale: but, as character is more 
precious than life itſelf, the protection of that 


alone compelled me to the taſk.—And, in order 


d 
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ed by other aſſiſtance, I will loſe as little time as 
poſſible in laying before you and the public the 
' promiſed work, and reſt in full confidence of your 
future protection and ſupport. 


Jam, 8 
With the utmoſt reſpect and gratitude, 


Tour devoted and faithful ſervant, 


* 


ANN YEARSLEY.. 


Clifton Hill, Oober 12th, 1786. 
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A** this lone hour, when "INI filent lies, 
And Ci ſolemn, aids the riſing ſcene, 

Whilſt Hydra-headed Care one moment ſleeps, 
And, liſtleſs, drops his galling chain to earth ; 

O ! let ſwift Fancy plume her ruffled wing, 5 
And ſeek the ſport where ſacred raptures dit * 
Where thy mild form, relax'd in guiltleſs ſleep, 
Forgets to think, to feel; mnap-dranimotiblif 


bd 
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Lull thy ſoft ſenſe, nor paint the ſcene of woe, 
J lately told; think not my ſpirit near, 10 
Light airy ſhade, that would elude thine eye, 

And ſhrink to nothing, conſcious of thy worth. 

Yet here I dare, in Fancy's boundleſs walk, 

Invoke thy Muſe, and hail thy ſong ſublime. 


MxTrOMENE! thou ſadly ſighing maid ! Y 15 
Great Queen of Sorrows, in majeſtic weed, 

Whoſe gayeſt airs are ſolemn ſounds of woe; 
Thou who awak'ſt fair STELLA's ſoothing lay, 

Soon as Aurora gilds the bluſhing Eaſt, 

o lend thy aid, while thy ſoft votary ſleeps, - 20 
And bid me boldly ſwell the artleſs line, 

Lend me her Pens and guide my ruſtic hand, 

To draw ſoft pity from the Tragic Tale, 

Where goading miſery drives her ploughſhare 4 ; 
T each me to paint the tremors of the ſoul 25 


ES — 
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In ſorrow's deepeſt tints; aſſiſt the ſigh, 


And, with its breathings, {well the throbbing heart, 


The tear-clad eye, when ſofter paſſions ruh 


I' affault the ſoul beſieged by others' woe, 
That eye where pity tips the pointed beam 30 


With treble ſofrneſs—Oh! that eye is hers. 


The hoary hermit, child by frigid rules, 


Who totters on the hair-breadth verge of fate, 


And dies an age that he may live for ever, 


Would ſudden ſtop, forgetful of the paſt, 35 | 


Nor heed the future, Iiſt ning to her ſong ; 


Her ſong, leaſt part, her ſoaring ſpirit ſhares 


An early Heaven, anticipates her bliſs, 

And quaffs nectareous draughts of joy ſublime ; 

Beyond yon ſtarry firmament ſhe roves, . 40 ü 

And baſks in ſuns chat never warm'd the earth; - 

Newtonian ſyſtems lag her rapid flight, 
8 2 
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She pierces thro' his planetary worlds, 


And, eager, graſps creations yet to be. 


'Ye buſy World! what are your cobweb toils, 45 
Your Siſyphean labours ? Infant piles, | 
To raiſe a bubble, which in air difſolves ; 
You toil an age to graſp the ſhining duſt, | 


Death trips your heels, you throw it to the wind: 


« Ah! let your irons on their anvils cool,” 50 


And lift a while to SELLA's moral ſtrain; 


| She'll teach thy eye in mental maze to creep, 


Timid and trembling, to explore the paſt ; 
Alarm'd by her, the monitor within 
Shall aid thy ſearch, and bring thyſelf to view. 55 
Examine deep ; z that ſecret arbitrator 

Shall give thee ſelf-applauſe or deep remorſe. 
Heav n guard thee from that Harpy, never all'd, 
Still, till inſatiate as the bird of Jove, 


That 


"hat 
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| That deeply gores the breaſt for meals eternal, 60 
Nor knows a glut from ever-growing food. 


Still ſtruggle, reſtleſs ; fink to depths profound, 


Nor ever own a thought beneath immortal; 


As ſuch Jehovah views thee i in the dutt, 


As ſuch he'll waft thee to the plains of Heaven, 6 5 


Whar $ Death! ? Like infants lick of ſenſeleſs toys, 


We ink to teſt—awake to love and joy; ; 


To love and Joy awakes the raviſh'd ſoul, 


Who liv'd to virtue, and who own'd a God. 
But, ah! too daring theme —SrELLA, aſſiſt! 70 
My humble ſpirit waits your ſocial hand, 
Whoſe friendly beckon points to realms of bliſs ; 
See, STELLA ſoars, nor heeds my plaintive note, 
Nor will the Muſe affiſt my fluggard flight; 
With rapture, ſee, ſhe claſps her fav'rite maid, 75 
And bids me fix where Science never dawn'd ; 55 
Hard, hard command! and yet I will obey; 
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Vnaided, unaſſiſted, will deplore 


That learning, Heaven's beſt gift, is loſt to me. 
Cheerleſs and penſive o'er the wilds of life, 80 
Like the poor beetle creep my hours away; 


The journey clos'd, I ſhoot the gulf unknown, 


To find a home, perhaps—a long-loſt mother. 
How does fond thoughthang on her much-lov'd name, 


And tear each fibre of my burſting heart! 85 


Ah! dear ſupporter of my infant mind, 


Whoſe nobler precept bade my ſoul aſpire 


To more than tinſel joy ; the filial tear 
Shall drop for thee when pleaſure loudeſt call. 
The dark ſky lour'd, and the ſtorms of life 90 


Roſe high with wildeſt roar; no voice was heard, 


But Horror's diſmal train affrights our ſouls. 


For ſee, from the dark caverns of the deep, Z 


T heir grieſly forms ariſe ; the crown of Death | 


Shone horribly reſplendent. See ! they ſeize 95 
A trembling, 
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A trembling, fainting, unreſiſting form, 
Which hourly met their graſp: Ah! ſpare her yet. 
See from the ſhore V—— wafts his friendly hand; 
He's born to bleſs, and we may yet be happy: 
Quick let me claſp her to my panting heart, 100 
And bear ber ſwiftly o'er the beating wave. 

In vain, in vain ; ſome greater power unnerves 
1 5 My feeble arm; inexorable Death, 


Why wilt thou tear her from me? Oh ! the dies, 


Tho Vs dear name had lent a feeble glow 105 


To her pale cheek, —ſhe owns him, and expires, 
Tremendous ſtroke ! this is thy paſtime, Fate : 
If ſhrinking atoms thus thy vengeance feel, 


What the grand ſtroke of final diſſolution ? 


Believe me, gentle friend, I could complain; 110 


But what avails the deep repining ſigh? 


How inexpreſſive of the heart-felt pang | £ 
- B 4 When 


| 
F 


Or notion ſtrong from early precept caught, 


And this fide Joxpan every hope ſhall fix; 


Mere ravings all-theſe crude ideas die, 


5 1 1 n 


When Heav'n afflicts, none ſhould oppoſe the plea, 


For who ſhall hold the arm that thus has wreck'd me? 


Say, bright Inſtructreſs! ſoother of the ſou), 1175 


Whoſe flowing numbers, ſtrong as IEssE's harp, 
Deſpair ne'er heard, but loathing left the ſoul; 


Dire fiend ! whom ſounds of joy could ne'er allure; 


O ſay, for ſtrong-eyed Faith has borne you far 
Beyond the gloomy chambers of the grave; 120 
Speak loudly to my late corrected ſou], 


That ſure reward awaits the blameleſs mind; 


Elſe will I give the ſtrenuous ſtruggle ofer, 


Deny a V— as delegate of Heaven, 


Throw up your Angel mind, as painted ſhade, 125 


2 


Rove. thro' the maze of all-alluring ſenſe, 


N 1'G H x. oh 
* Falch to Carvary's mount directs my view; 1 30 : 
Nor will I loſe, thus humbled as Jam, 


My dear-bought claim to Immortality. 


Excuſe me, STzLLA! lo, I guideleſs fray, 
No friendly hand aſſiſts my wilder'd thought; 
Uncouth, unciviliz'd, and rudely rough, 135 
Unpoliſh'd, as the form thrown bye by Heaven, 
Nor worth completion, or the Artift's hand, 

To add a ſomething-more. Such is the mind 
Which thou may'ſt yet illumine; 'tis a taſk 

For Angels thus to raiſe the groveling ſoul, 1 40 
And bid it pant for more than earthly bliſs. | 


Then ſhow Heaven's opening glories to my eyes; 
And I will view thee as the fount of light, 
Which pierc'd old Chaos to his depth profound, 


While all his native horrors ſtood reveal d. 145 


4 8 
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Yet more I aſk—Ah, STELLA ! aid my pen 
To paint the grateful rapture, to deſcribe 
How the big heart, exulting, ſcarcely beats, 
And Joy too vaſt oppreſſes all the frame 
The extacy in languor leaves the ſoul, 1 50 
And all her ſlacken'd faculties relax. 
The web of Gratitude's ſo finely wrought, 
Thought hardly dares to touch it; ſoft'ning time, 
And frequent pauſes, give it ſtrength of growth, 
E' en to oppreſſion. Oh, delightful pain 158 
My ſoul wants firm ſupport. The gloomy joy 
I once . and thought the nobler choice, 
Has loſt its reliſh ; grand miſtake of fools, 
In ſullen ſelf abſorb'd ! Lo! far eſtrang'd 
From ſocial joy, I fix'd my woe-fraught eye 160 
Where riches blaz'd upon a murky ſoul, 


And ſerv'd to light its errors to the world; 


I met th' ungenial influence, bright, but cold, 


And, 
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And, hardening by th' encounter, deep I ſunk 
Abſtratted—Scorn and Silence led the way, 165 


No matter whither :—T he too gaudy Sun 


| Shines not for me; no bed of Nature yields 


Her varied ſweets; no muſic wakes the grove ; 


No vallies blow, no waving grain uprears 


Its tender ſtalk to cheer my coming hour; 170 


But horrid Silence broods upon my ſoul, 


With wing deep-drench'd in Miſery's torpid dews. 


That heart which once had join'd the laughing train, 


Whoſe guiltleſs rapture flew on Fancy's wing, 


Nor once ſuſpected thus to feel the gripe | -"T78 


Of iron-claw'd Deſpair, now yields to pangs, 


| To agonies more exquiſite than Death; 


That is—to live, O, Nature! ſhriek no more, 


I have no anſwer for thy thrilling voice ; 


Go, melt the ſoul, leſs frozen in her pow'rs, 180 


And bid her weep o'er miſeries not her own; 


Hold 
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Hold up the fainting babe who fighs its wants, 
So mutely incoherent ; mark the head 


W hich age and woe bend tremulous to earth ; 


Whoſe lamp, now quivering in the ſocket, calls 185 


In haſte for aid, ne'er finds it, and goes out. 


Plead thou for thoſe, but never talk of aid 


For miſeries like mine, which mock reliet. 


Thus deſperately I reaſon'd, madly talk'd— 
Thus horrid as I was, of rugged growth, 199 


More ſavage than the nightly-prowling wolf; 


She feels what Nature taught; I, wilder far, 


Oppos'd her diftates—but my panting ſoul 


Now ſhivers in the agony of change, 


As inſects tremble in the doubtful hour 195 


Of tranſmigration ; loth to loſe the form 


Of various tints, its fondly cheriſh'd pride ; 
Diſrob'd like me they fall, and boaſt no mote. 


STELLA, 


N IG H T. e 


STELLA, how ſtrong thy gentle argument! 


By thee convinc'd, I ſcorn the iron lore, 200 
The ſavage virtues of untutor'd minds 25 
: Ia thy mild rhetoric dwells a ſocial love 


Beyond my wild conceptions, optics falſe! 


Thro' which I falſely judg'd of poliſh'd life. 


This is the ſullen curſe of ſurly fouls, 205 | 
Jo diſbelieve the virtues which they feel not. 


Ah, STzLLa! I'm a convert; thou haſt tun'd 


— 
r — — — —— —— — — 


My ruſting powers to the bright ſtrain of joy: -- 
My chill'd ideas quit their frozen pole 
Of blank Deſpair, and, gently uſher'd in 210 
By grateful Rapture, meet thy genial warmth: | 


wh : 


Tis more than joy, or joy to an extreme; 


Then teach my honeſt heart to feel more faint, 

More moderate in her grateful change, or lend | 

Fair Elocution, who the Mimic aids, : 215 
a, Io paint in brighteſt hues the unfelt joy. 


12 Accept 


14 N 1 6 H x. 
Accept the wild and Wütdght rapture, form'd 
From ſimple Nature, in her artleſs guiſe ; 
Yet in its wildneſs charming to exceſs 
To ſouls like thine, diſtaſteful to the vain, aao 
Who reliſh nothing honeſt z nothing love 
But Aattering Res trick'd out with every art 


Of gaudy Eloquence, and trim Deceit. 


THOUGHTS 


ON THE 
AUTHOR'S OWN DEATH. 


WRITTEN WHEN VERY YOUNG. 


rr H Us, when the fatal ſtroke of Death's deſign'd, 
On 00zy banks th' expiring ſwan reclin'd, 
Her own ſad requiem ſings in languid note, 


| While o'er the ſtream the dying echoes float. 


But, ah! can youth dwell on the tragic part? 5 
Can I defcribe the trembling, panting heart ? 
In 
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16 e . 


In F ancy's frolic age can I relate 

The pangs, the terrors of a tink ſtate | ? 

ves ibo unſkilb'd, III the grim made Tk 

And bring the diſtant terror to my view z OS 
Dwell on the horrors of that gloomy hour; ; 
Death, made familiar, loſes half his power. 

Peace then, ye paſſions of ungovern'd youth, 
Foes ta reflection, enemies to truth! 

Let me, unruflled by your clamorous voice, | I; 
Make the drear regions of the tomb my choice; 
And while ſad F LA paints the diſmal ſcene, 

Where reſtleſs ghoſts by midnight moons are ſeen 
Stalk o'er the gloomy grave, Mule ! be it thine * 
To rouſe the vain, the giddy, and ſupine, 20 


Who Pleaſure's rounds purſue ; while young Deſire 


Wakes the gay dream, and feeds the dangerous fire: 


* 


From theſe I fly—and now, my penſive ſoul, hs 
Mark the harſh ſcream of yon death-boding ow! ; 
- Perhaps 


AUTHOR'S OWN DEATH. 17 
Perhaps ſhe calls ſome lingering, tardy ghoſt. 2g 
To ſmell the world, ere the dread hour be loſt 


That parts the night from morn. Come, reſtleſs ſouls, 


Relax from torture; you whom Fate controuls 


To purge your earthly crimes in liquid fire, 


” In anguiſh plung'd, till ages ſhall expire; 30 


(This, Roxx's grand tenet) ſin thus waſh'd away, 


Pure, bright, and cleans'd, you'll wing to endleſs day. 
Preſumption, hold! Lo, o'er yon miſty tomb 

| Leans a ſad ſpectre, and bemoans the doom 

Of never-erring "RI ray power | "36- 


Support and guard me in this gloomy hour 


Of dread inquiry “ Say, thou wretched ſoul, 


O teach a young, raſh, inexperienced fool, 


What 'tis to die, and where thou wing'dſt thy way, 


When turn'd a wanderer from thy houſe of clay ? 40 


Did'ſt tread ſoft lawns, or ſeek Elyſian groves, 


Where Poets feign the lover's ſpirit roves ? 


T | Or, 
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18 THOUGHTS ON THE 


Or, on light pinions cut the cloſing air, 

And'to each planetary world repair ? 

Or, guideleſs, ſtray where diſmal groans reſound, 45 
And forked lightnings quiver on the ground? =, 
Or did fad fiends thy unhous'd ſpirit meet, 

And with ſhrill yellings the poor trembler greet 

To the dark world ? Deſcribe that ſcene of woe 
Which thou haſt felt, and may I never know!” co 
2 Thow'lt know, indeed,” it anſwers with a groan, 
ce The pangs of death too ſure ſhall be thy own; 
Pains yet unfelt muſt ſeize thy every part, 
And Death's cold horrors hover round thy heart 3 
Thy dying eyes fix'd on ſoine darling friend, 55 
| While ſtrong convulſions their wild orbs extend; 
One gaſp, and deep eternity in view, 

The ſoul ſhoots forth, and groans a laſt adieu. 

I dare no more—but Oh! too curious maid, 
Seck not to pierce th' impenetrable ſhade 60 


Which 


50 


55 


60 
Y hich 


AUTHOR'S OWN DEATH. 19 
Which wraps futurity ; thou *rt ſure to die; 
Reſt there, nor farther ſearch, nor queſtion why; 
Scan not Omnipotence—of that beware; 


Oft the too curious eye is dimm'd by blank deſpair,” | 


| Farewel, poor Ghoſt ! ye horrors of the night, 65 


Begone, nor more my ſhudd'ring ſoul affright ; 
The queſtion unreſolv'd I ſoon ſhall know, 


Then let me haſte from this ſad ſcene of woe. 


 Henceforth, vain Pleaſure, I renounce thy joy, 


Enchanting Fair, who tempt'ſt but to deſtroy; 70 


Ye thoughtleſs maids who tranſient dreams purſue, 


No more my moments mult be loſt with you ; 
No more my ſoul in empty mirth ſhall ſhare, 


Or fondly reliſh pleaſures ting'd with care, 


And thou, all-merciful! omniſcient Power! 75 


# 


O teach me to redeem each miſ-ſpent hour; 
In youth the mind's beſt gifts moſt ſtrongly ſhine, 
Ah! let them not too ſuddenly decline! 


In mercy add a few remaining years, 


The grave ſhall loſe its ſting, my foul ſhall loſe its 


its 


80 


To 


E ] 


VVV D, 


1 HO' blooming ſhepherds hail this day 


Yet friendſhip tunes my artleſs ſong, | 


To thee the grateful themes belong. 


ON VALENTINE'S DAY. 


With love, the ſubject of each lay, 


on” 


STREPHON, I never will repine, © 2 


Tho' deſtin'd not thy Valentine ; 
O'er friendſhip's nobler heights we'll rove, 


Nor heed the ſoft'ning voice of love. 


Strangers to Paſſion's tyrant reign, 


Careleſs, well range the happier plain, 10 


Where all thoſe calmer j joys well prove, 


Which wait ſublime platonic love. 


&4 Fes 


22 ON VALENTINE'S DAY. 


Yet I'll allow a future day, 
When friendſhip muſt at laſt give way; 
When thou, forgetful, ſhalt reſign 


The maid who wrote this Valentine. 


Think not, my friend, I dream of love, 


15 


That with ſome happier maid thou'lt prove; 


Friendſhip alone is my deſign 
In this officious Valentine. 


- 


Yet, when that victor God ſhall reign, 


20 


And conquer'd Friendſhip quits the plain, 


This gentle whiſperer captive take, 
T will all thy former kindneſs wake. 
But if its pleadings you deny, 
And fain wou'd have remembrance die, 
Then to devouring flames conſign 


My too ill-fated Valentine. 


25 


Another 


[ 93 J 


Another VALENTINE. 


TO ANOTHER PERSON. 


8 A v. gentle Shepherd, ſhall this day, 
 Propitious to my amorous lay, 
Infuſe thro' all thy vital frame 


The tender, trembling, thrilling flame ? 


This day prefers the lover's s prayers, 585 5 
: T his day the yielding fair one hears; "Ib 
Shall blooming STREPHON chen repine ” 
At being hail'd a Valentine ? 
8 ' O! turn 


24 ANOTHER VALENTINE. 
O! turn thine eyes, and view yon dove, 
He'll charm thy every {ſenſe to love; | 10 


While, from the bending ſpray, his mate 


Shall love-inſpired notes repeat. 


Then, whilſt thy eager charming eyes 


Run er theſe lines, may love ariſe 
Within thy breaſt to equal mine, 15 


Nor read in vain my Valentine. 


My powerleſs pen deſpairs to name 
What raptures wait a mutual flame; 
Then be thy ſofter wiſhes mine, 
Il bleſs the day of Valentine. . 20 


C29 3 


To Mrs. VN. 


EQUESTE RD from the buſy whirl of man, 
Permit ſoft Fancy in the vale to ſtray 3 
In dark obſcurity my life began, 


Where Science ſcorn'd to cheer the dreary way. 


Bright ſentiment, if unimprov'd, muſt die, 5 
And great ideas, unaſliſted, fall; 
On Learning” 8 wing we pieree th. empyreal ſky ; ; 


But Nature's untaught efforts are but ſmall. 


Pardon, bright fair ! my hapleſs fate deplore, 
Nor ſcorn the grateful, tho unletter d 10 
The Eaſtern ſlave's permitted to adore, 


When in bright Sol he ſees a Godhead ſkioe. 


Heaven 
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26 TO MRS. V——N. 


Heaven ſpurns him not, but ſpares the untaught 


mind, 
Who ne'er religion's nobler truths has prov'd; 


Thus, in thy boſom, where each virtue's join'd, 15 


Let Pity plead where Reaſon can't approve. 


To cheer the gloom of ſolitude's lone hour, 
In this ſad boſom deſart made by woe, 
May buſy memory's ever-pleaſing power, 
In grateful viſion ſtill your form beſtow. 20 
| Belov'd idea, on my heart impreſt, 
Which time anguiſh never ſhall efface, 
| Till Death ſhall ſternly bid its motion reſt, 
And in its fiend hid barkwd dirt Woll place. 


Not valued leſs, with gratitude refin'd, 25 


Shall my warm heart your honour'd partner ſhare; 
With joy I'll own how great, how good his mind, 


And hail each heavenly virtue planted there. 


ol 
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TO MRS. N. 27 


O! had there ſtepp'd before offended Heaven, 
But ten ſo perfect for a guilty race, 1 


The dread, tremendous word had ne'er been given, 


Nor ſtreaming fires have purg'd the blaſted place. 


How different thoſe who waſte the thoughtleſs hour, 


And, Jocund, dance to Folly's trifling lay! . 


Death, walk , oft ſhares the ball and feltive bower, 


And beckons, unawares, the Gul away. 36 


Agghaſt the views the dark and diſmal vale, 


Where ghoſts of long-depar ted Pleaſures roam; 


Sad comforts ! where their poor expedients fail, 


| Say, what pleas d guide ſhall waft the trembler home? 


O, Miſery ! readier than the pitying eye 41 


Of Heaven, why do thy terrors round me wait? 


Avaunt! my ſpirits mount with extacy, 


wy bright virtues ſpeak a happier fate. 


Then 


28 TO MRS, V——N, 
Then may not I with humbleſt hope aſpire, 45 
At diſtance follow where they boldly ſtray ? | 


S5 


Ah, no! I want that ſtrong, celeſtial fire, 


Which, eagle-like, dares the Meridian ray. 


Capacious virtues fill th' extenſive mind, 
That mind which this low world could ne'er contain; 
O'er peopled orbs it wanders unconfin'd ;. 51 


Yet ſounds of woe oft lure it back again: 


And fix'd, like NioBE, o'er the rueful ſcene 
Of human mis'ry the mild ſpirit ſtands ; 
No more the boſom boaſts a ſtate ſerene, 55 


But melts, diftreſs'd by Pity's ſoft commands, 


Diſſolv'd in woe, it ſorts the gay parade 

ot dazzling pride, and with the mourner mourns; 
Flies with pale Mis'ry to the dreary W 5 | 
And brings it back by ſoft, yet ſwift returns. 60 


Rais'd 


N. 29 


Rais'd as I am to ſweet domeſtic joy 


By bounteous V— n, will ſhe the line refuſe ? 
You who, like Heaven, would ſave and not deſtroy, 


Say, will you ſcorn the poor unpoliſh'd Muſe ? 


Oft when the frugal meal ſalutes my eyes, 65 
Big rapture heaves my late deſponding breaſt; 
1 ſee your form in every bleſſing riſe, . 


It ſmiles content, and bids my ſorrows reſt. 


Hope, lovely phantom! is, and ſhall be mine, 
She hovers round, amidſt this waſte of woe; 70 
Points my once cheerleſs ſoul to views ſublime, - 


From Earth's ſad ſcene, and Mis'ry's wreck below. 


Pour down, oreat God! thy choiceſt bleſſings here, 
Such virtues merit thy peculiar love ; 
O make their beauteous progeny hy care,: 73 


And lift them late to all thy joys above! 
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9 55 Mr ſoul is out of tune, 


| No harmony reigns here, tis diſcord all: 

Be dumb, ſweet Choriſters, J heed you not; 
Then why thus ſwell your liquid throats, to cheer 
A wretch undone, for ever loſt to joy, 7 * 
And mark'd for ruin? Seek yon leafy grove, 
Induloenr bliſs there waits you; * this ſpot 
Drear, joyleſs, vacant, as my waſted ſoul, 

Diſrob'd of all her bliſs: here heave, my heart, 
Here ſigh thy woes away; unheard the groan, 10 
Unſeen the falling tear; in this lone wild 


s No 


A FRAGMENT. 


No buſy fool invades thy hoarded griefs, 

And ſmiles in ignorance at what he feels not. 
Yet, yet indulge not, liſt'ning winds may catch 
Coherent ſighs, and waft them far away, 
Where levity holds high the ſenſeleſs roar 

Of laughter, and pale woe, abaſh'd, retires. 
Or, ſhou'd my woes be to the winds diffus'd, 
No longer mine, once paſt the quiv' ring lip ; 


Like flying atoms in the ſightleſs air, 


31 


15 


20 


Some might deſcend on the gay, grinning herd; 


But few, how few, wou'd reach the feeling mind! 


Officious Truth unwelcome gueſt to moſt, 


Yet I will own thee, and bid Hope good night, 


Fond, ſoothing flatterer Nineteen years are paſt, 25 


Since firſt I liſten d to her pleaſing lore; 


Ah, me! how bright the painted future ſcenes, 


And ſweetly ſpoke of bleſſings yet unborn ! 


Now, 


32 A FRAGMENT. 


Now, fond Deceiver, wheie s the promis d good? 4 0 
But, Oh ! thou'rt lovely, and 111 ne'er accute” - 30 | 
Or hate thee, tho' we never meet again, 1 7 '£ 
| 77M 

With thee, Deſpair, muſt I then tread the path 3 
Of tedious life, nor caſt one look behind, _ 1 


On all the piles of bliſs gay Hope had rais'd ? 34 1 


But Heaven thought otherwiſe O, generous world! In” 

| Thou who ſo frankly hold'ſt th' embitter'd draught, 4 
| | Accept my ſurly thanks, and few are due 0 5 ” 
£L : Where liek is beſtow'd. The reaſoner raves, 7 5 
Lifts the hard eye, and with long-winded ſpeech, ”. Ja. 

And if-epilanding dialect, condemns | 40 0 


My mind, thus ſtraying from the trodden path : | 


I heed you not, nor have I time to ſpin 


The thread of argument 2 yet fain wou'd 8 


WV 8 


The ready road to reſt. Teach me, ye wiſe, 
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You who have trod-the endleſs, endleſs whirl *. as 


of 


A FRAGMENT. 33 


Of meaſureleſs conjecture; ſtill upheld 
By brilliant Fancy's rapture-giving wing : 
O you! whoſe ſpirits rove beyond yon orbs, 
To find the realms of reſt, for ſuch there are, 
To prove a home when the ſad ſoul ſhall need it. 50 
Imagination wanders, while the eye 755 
Seems far extended, tho' the ad baile 
Diſtinguiſh nougght, N ſenſe call'd in, 
Ils buried in the duſky, deep receſs 
Of meditation. What's the grand reſult ? os 
8 udions Ga where's the fix'd abode ? 
Where's that eternal home, beyond the grave? 
Oh! deign to tell a fellow-wretch like me, 
Unwilling to be nothing; are not you? 
Elſe why this ſearch and where's the great ſucceſs ? 60 
| Say, have * found it? can you teach the road 
Which thither leads? Ah, no! th' accounts brought 
home 5 
D Differ ; 


— — ꝶ— eee 


34 A FRAGMENT. 


Differ ſo far, millions of Heavens are form'd; 


_ » — n 


Each vain philoſopher, by pride miſled, 
Preſents you a foturity his ownz IG 
By that ſecur'd, the ſelf-ſufficient ſage, 
Indifferent, views the group of anxious ſouls 
Searching the path to reſt ; if his they miſs, | 

He ſwears no other way can e'er be found, 


And then configns them o'er to endlefs woe. / 70 
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Oh! narrow notion of à Goy'fupreme ! + 


oh! barbarous porttzit vf a Gop all love: 


I'll think no more. Ve deep-diſtrating doubts, 


Bewilder not my ſoul for ſee, the bags +” 

Of boundleſs Mercy, and of Chriſtian Faith, e ee 
Clears up the doubtful future; all is peace, 
Hope dawns, an earneſt of the perfect dax. 
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Sudden Death of a FRIEND. 


8 PPE AR, thou ſightleſs Miniſter of Death, 
5 ce Go ſeek the ſpot where guiltleſs joys reſide, 
« Seize Daita's frame, ſuſpend at once her breath, 


« And from its long-lov'd home the wond'ring ſoul 
divide. 


ce Be deaf to all, nor heed the plaintive moan 5 

« Of weeping huſband, parent, child, or friend, 

ce „Jig my high will that ſhe attend my throne, : 
« Where flow thoſe perfect joys which never ſhall 


ce have end.“ 


D 2 So 
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36 ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 

So ſpake th' Omnipotent. The ſpirit heard, 
With azure pinions veil'd he ſkims the air, to 
The heavenly regions quickly diſappear'd, 


He, unperceiv'd, alights beſide the happy pair. 
Amaz'd he view'd this ſeat of humble love, 

Content and joy in every breaſt elate, 

One moment mourn'd his errand from above £ re 

While mid' the cheerful group the thoughtleſs victim 


With eye aſkance he aims the deadly blow, 
Nor dates to look while he directs the dart; 
No more her cheeks with purple bluſhes glow, 


But all the ſpirits ruſh to guard the fainting heart. 20 


In vain, in vain! the heart refuſes aid, 


An iron ſlumber ſeals her heavy eyes; 


She 


ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 37 


She finks in death tb aſtoniſt d ſoul, diſmay'd, 
2 Burſts thro' the doors of life, and ſeeks more friendly 


ſkies. 


Hail, Spirit, diſengag'd from cumbrous clay ! MY] 
Let not our tears retard thy bliſsful flight ; 
'The ſigh diſſolves in faith; purſue thy way, 
Till Heaven's full joys ſhall open on thy raviſh'd 

fight. 1 


O, Tr Rs Is! raiſe thy low declining head, 
Nor ſink beneath this mighty weight of woe, 30 
Mourn not thy love, nor think thy DzL1a dead; 


She lives where boundleſs joys ſhall ever, ever flow, 
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ON HIS 


Benevolent | Scheme 15 reſcuing Poor 


Children from Vice and * 
'BY PROMOTING 
SUNDAY SCHOOLS. 

R my timid ſoul would lain aſpite 
9 To rapture ſock as thine to the pure 2eal 
Which fires thy ſoul in bleſt Religion's caufſe. 
Say, can I catch one faint, one glimmering ſpark, 
To warm my cheerleſs boſom? Will the flame 5 
Which ever feeds thy fervency of ſoul, 
Illumine mine? Ah, no! on me "tte loſt; 


My faculties, * poverty of thought, 


Won d 


TO MR. K, ON HIS SCHEME, &c. 39 


Wou' d ever diſappoint the grand deſign, | 
And render great commiſſions all abortive, 10 
Vain were the hope to ſave a ruin'd world! 

 Ev'n Jzsv's ſufferings ne'er convinc'd the whole ; 
Then al en atom the fix d axis move, 

And is a world from hell ? Thou greatly dar'ſt, 
Yet limited thy power ; ſtand forth, ye few ! I 1 . 
t You who wou'd give a luſtre to your name, 5 
And prove the grand impreſſion of Jznovan ; 


Who weep, like R 9 ** "2 the glor y of your GoD, 


Defac'd, -demoliſh'd, beauty trod in duſt; 

Leave avs che wreck deſerted on the beach, 20 

Where Ignorance, Vice, and loud-mouth'd Reproba- 
tion, 1 

Exulting yell, and wring the melting ſoul: 


O! freeze, to hear the hoary- headed ſinnerr, 


With ceaſcleſs profanation, taint the air; 


4 


Mw 


40 TO MR. R, ON HIS SCHEME | 


Grown old in dark ſtupidity, he treads, 29 
Fearleſs, tho! feeble ; on the verge of fate 
Sin Ar him not; and innate flames of vice 
Still fiercely burn; the fact exiſts in will t 
The laſt remain of life preſents a gloom 
Which frights the tal ing ſoul; lo! back ſhe ſtarts, 
Struck with dire horror, loth to hear the ſound, 31 
The dreadful ſummons of offended Heaven 
She lingers—the ſtrong blaſt to atoms rends 
The ane which held her. -O! ye better ſouls, 
Ye nobler few, who ſlumber in your race, 3 
Tho' well begun, and forwarded with hope, 8 
Say, will you ſee a fellow-ſpirit loſt, 
Thus ſwallow'd in the ever-yawning gulf, 
That frights the mental eye, and Cen appals 
The man who firmeſt ſtands, nor lend your aid 40 
To ſave him, as a ſoul once meant for Heaven ? * 
Qs think! the en hour will ſoon be yours; 


Let 
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Let not a form which bears your Maker's image 

Defeat the end of being: know tis yours, 

In heavenly tints to dip the infant ſoul; * oy 

To raiſe the new idea, lift it hig, 

' Evn to Jenovan's Throne: the ductile mind, 

Pliant as wax, ſhall wear the mold you give; 

Sharp 0 you've call'd to life, ſnall cut, 

=” In cyphers deep, the now expanded Man:; 80 

And, ev'n beyond the chambers of the grave, 

The joyous ſpirit ſnall your records bear, 

To meet your eyes when trembling worlds expire. 

What then ſhall live, or ſtand in that dread hour, 

But acts like theſe, when panting ſpirits cal 55 

For every little teſt 1 aid their plea? 

May yours reſound, ſupported in the blaſt 

By grateful Infants, and by ripen'd Man, 

To whom you gave perfection. Angels ſmile, 

And ſongs of glory ſhake the vault of Heaven, 60 
Not 


42 TO MR: R, ON HIS SCHEME | | 


** 


Not to the vain I life my poor appeal. 


Who never yet have dar'd to own a fouls.” 


Or name a Deity with heart-felc j joy; 
Tis to the mind who feels like generous N. 1 


WW 9 heart can mourn, whoſe-rmanly eye can melt, 6 f 


At the dread chooghr of human fouls deſtroy? d. 


fa * O 
Fg i 1 


What * tho dipp'd ia horror's deepeſt dye, K. 


Can juſtly paint the Poor” unletter d is,, - 
Aſſembled in a group? The florid you t, 
Robuſt, impetuous, ardent in his ſtrengtb, =) 70 
Lively and diving as the ſkipping me, % 2 97 ; 


The bluſh of beauty blowing on his cheek'; + 


Mitbin, a ſtrong epitome of hell 5 5 9 


There vices rage, and paſſions wildly roar 


Strong appetites, which never knew reſtraint, 75 


Scream for indulgence, till the ſoul diftrat, | 
Seizes in hafte the dravght of poiſons mird 
. 3 When 
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When ſin began, and ruim d nature fell: 614 ante. 
The dire infuſion ſtronger grows by time; 
And ſtill fermenting, fins on ſins ariſe, ie 9 
5 In order horrible. b Thus ever loſt, 
The poor benighted ſoul ne' er hopes to light _-. 
On Grieap's ſovereign balm, its worth not keeps, ; 
Or long miſus'd ; ah! hapleſs, hapleſs ſtate, 
Where Immortality cfelf is ſick, 15 eh 
And hopes annihilation, Dreadful thought 
Poor miſcrable refuge | poorer ſtill 
The foul who hopes to find it. O, befriend, 
Ere 'tis too late, the tender, budding mind, 
Now choak'd by ignorance; cheriſh the ſpark, go 
The particle of Godhead, which impels 
T0 good if nourifh'd, if o'erwhelm'd * die! 
1 
ve ſacred Pr who ſhudder at the ſound,- 
Of blaſphemy, breath'd from the tender lip . 
Whoſe 


44 TO MR. R-—, ON HIS SCHEME 
Whoſe liſping accent Innocence ſhou'd guide, 95 
Whoſe heart ſhou'd white-rob'd Purity adorn : 

O. think, how loſt the beauteous reprobate 

Of twelve or fourteen years, nurs'd up in ſin; 


On whoſe ſweet form her bounteous Maker ſmil'd, 


And gave as the grand ſtroke of fair Creation: 100 


Her paſſions ſoft and gentle; pure her thought, 
Her foul fo Angel- like, it ſpoke perfection; 
Eyes form'd to bend the ſtubborn breaſt of man 


To more than human ſoftneſs; accents mild 


To charm his ear, and ſooth his ſullen ſoul, 10g, 


When panting in the iron graſp of woe! 
O, ſhe was meant ſo perfect, fair, and good, 
That Angels with unuſual ardour gaz'd, 


Bleſs'd the fair form, and haibd the joyous hour! 


But ah! down, down ſhe ſinks, for ever loſt, 110 


For ever tarniſh'd, blaſted in the bud 


The early falſehood points the flowing tongue, 


The 


„„ ˖˖öð;ðöm̃ n oo, 
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The artful leer deforms the eager eye 1 

The ſmile oft practis'd, deeply to deceive; 

Each ſoft allurement Heaven ſo frankly gave, 115 
All, all, devoted to eternal ſhame : 

Charming in ſin, too oft ſhe meets her fate, 

So early, that the moſt obdu rate weeps, | 


And gives that pity ſhe was form'd to raiſe. 


Awake, ye rich, that fleep awake to ſave [-.. I 20 
And infants, yet unborn, i in choral ſong, | 
Shall bleſs the hand which form'd a ſocial cher, 
A father on whoſe lip inftru&ion hangs, 


Who ſnatches from the burning Lame the brand! 


The poor illiterate, chill'd by freezing want, : 12 5 
Within whoſe walls pale Penury ſtill ſits 
With icy hand impreſſing every meal, 


Cannot divide his lender hard-earn'd mite 


Berwixt his bodily and mental wants 3 3 


83 | - - Ph 


Ll 


Cy 10 MR. R, ON HIS SCHEME 


T he ſoul muſt go—for hunger loudly pleads, 130 


And Nature will be anſwer'd; thus his race, 


'Envelop'd, groping, ſink in vulgar toils ; 


To eat and ſleep includes the ſoul's beſt wiſh; 


And mean deceit, and treacherous, low-phras'd guile, 


Fill the vaſt ſpace for better n given. 135 


Oppreſvd like you, ſo Antzan's "uh once felt, - 


O' erburthen'd with a groſs inconſtant race; 


Fain wou'd ye to cheir promis'd Canaan guide 


Theſe wretched wanderers, lead ther to their reſt, 


| As Aeg fathers bear the ſucking babe; | ; 446 


Fain wou'd ye to the ſheltering hive allure, 


— -t 


And fix the farm where endleſs pleaſures flow. b 


SB Ed 10 err it 8 IE 14 
* Take off, great Go! ſome portion of thy ſpirit, 


®* Not wiſhing to diminiſh a ſpirit of Religion, but in allufion 


to the Second Chapter of NumBzs,:Verſe.17 3 And I. will 


take off that ſpirit which 1 1s upon thee, and I mall put! it 8 


* arne 


i > * PS, b » Ls * 21 # 7 45 l — "A — H 
* bew. 5 
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Too much for one weak form; o'erpower'd he ſinks, 
Yet glories in the flame; and fainting thus, 145 
Wou'd lift a world to Heaven. Qenniſcient Power | 
Bring erm pet thy ſeventy elect! 

Bid them to thy great mandate fix their ſeal, 

© 4 loudly found—* Ye choſen, aid my people; 

Guide them, I charge you, thro” the dreary wilds, 150 
So pport the faint; and tell the 1azy-blind, 


Who, mene never ſaw, nor ever wiſh'd it; 
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05 tell them, tis in Merey you: are given; ˙ 5 
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'T hat unto you 1 gave extenſive fouls, 


— — — 


| Great faculties, and ample means, to fave . | 15 5 


Souls 1 thought worth creating. Then rejoice, 


„7 550 1 WH: 


That you are thus commiſſion'd ; | open'd fair . 
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: To you the path of glory, while their ſouls . 
. Wander i 1n darkneſs, and deſpair to find 
Ul n Salvation without help. To you 1e 22460 
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The means; then anſwer well your ſacred charge,” 


00 3-4: | Ye 
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Fe Heaven-attempting ſouls, where virtues lie 
Liſtleſs, inactive, waiting but the call 


Of great Jenovan, liſten to his voice, 7 


A voice ne'er heard in vain; hark ! hark! it ſounds 


From Miſery's loweſt ſhed ; the accent ſoft, . 166 
The humble ſigh, the infant's early tear, F 
The huſband's ftifled, ſympathetic. groan, 76 


The mother's feelings, more than ever felt, 


Tho' borne in ſilence and in penſive mood. 170 


Theſe are all ſhades in which the Godhead's ſeen; 


Well felt thoſe, woes where great Religion ſits 


On the houſe-top, and ſheds her heavenly dews 

On the; poor group ;—be'r yours to fix her there. 
In dreſs like this, Omniſcience ſoftly tries 175 
Your friendly doors, and. thus difguis'd, oft meets 


The ſtern repulſe, and virtue: killing frown. 


To | 
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P DON, much honour'd Fair! this humble lay, 
: Nor ſcorn the tribute Gratitude may pay 3 - 

No rapturous Muſe Cer warm'd my ruſtic breaſt, 
Nor dare I own the bright exalted gueſt: 

Far flies the Muſe where radiant Science reigns, $& 
Inſpires the ſoul, ad elevates her ſtrains 5 
Then rapture, melody, and ſenſe conſpire, | | 
And Paczava fiercely twangs the ſprightly lyre ; 

F ar let her fly—if Gratitude be mine, , 

Her voice ſhall match the whole harmonious Nine; 10 
The full-fraught heart, with fiercer ardors riſe, 

And pierce, reſiſtleſs, thro yon azure Kies; 


E. EA Nor 


Nor pauſes ſhort of the Celeſtial Throne, 


But ſeeks the ear ſhe's certain is her own; 


There loudly founds—4 voice by Mercy given, 15 


Whilſt echoes vibrate thro? the vaults of Heaven, 
There ſounds your name, while liſtning Angels bend 
The well-tun'd harp, and to the tale attend. 


In that gene 7 when mingled nations ſtand— 


Some with fonke aread, Jenovan' s laſt command, 20 


| Shall not wy tile ones, wich ardour raiſe, | | 


Yout plaudic high, LEN prop their Anka days; 3 


Whoſe voice 535 call'd them from the e depths of woe, 


Sapprefs'd the gh, forbad the t. tear to flow 7 P - 


7 


T0 on the earth by anguiſh cruſh'd, 1 lay— 25 


I day the night, nor hail 4 the coming day, 
W hen bricht Abzona ripped the Eaſtern ſkies, 
Hearts bleſg'd with plenty bade the Goddess riſe; 3 


Not o 1 80 me- to Miſery reſign” "2 


On her cold lan 5 wretched head reclin'd; a 30 


— 
a 


DE tn | wy Around, 


TO MR 9. M——S, 91 
Around, a horrors take their ghaſtly ſtand, 
And Famine executes her dire command, 


Nor once relents; —the tear reluctant RAY 


Not for my own, but for my infants' woes: 


The Stoic” s ſullen gloom had fl“ d my foul, 8 
Forbad the ſigh, and check'd the tears that roll ; 


Ev'a ſmiling Hope, ſoft foother of the mind, 


Like Mir rox J Guardian Angel, had reſign a 


Her charge as loſt; homeward ro Heaven ſhe flies, 


And grim Deſpair, and, all her furies riſe; 40 
O, diſmal Fiend! to thee 1 give the world, 


From all its Joys, and ſhadowy viſions bur! d; 


The conteſt 0 er, eternal worlds are mine, 
Where ranſon'd ſpirits caſte repoſe divine. 
E 2 To 
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Viſit to Mrs. MO N T A G U. 


N E Q AL, loſt to the . * 0 
| I iche aſk, nor own th' immortal name 
Of Friend; I, no! its ardors are too great, 
1 My ſoul too narrow, and too low my ſtate; 
a 0 STELLA 1 four on, to nobler objects wide 4 
Pour out your ſoul with your lov'd MonTacv ; 


But, ah! ſhou'd either have a thought to ſpare, 


Slight, trivial, neither worth a ſmile or tear, 


TO" PCELLL 1 © 
Let it be mine when glow-ing raptures riſe, 
And each, aſpiring, ſeeks her native ſkies; 16 
When Fancy wakes the ſoul to extacy, 
| And the rapt mind is touch'd with Deity, 
| Quick let me from the hallow'd ſpot retire, 


Where ſacred Genius lights his awful fire. 


| Croſh'd as I am, tran adverſe power, 15 
1 hail the joys which wait thy happier hour ; 3: 

To hear the muſic 7 ber matchleſs tongve, 

On which the nameleſs ſweets of wit are e hung; ; 
What bliſ the friendſhip of the wiſe t to ſhare, 

Of ſoul ſuperior, and of virtues rare ! 20 
Where Genius in fact converſe ſits, | 
Crowns real worth, and blaſts pretending Wits ; 
Where great ideas, fed by Fancy, glow, 

And ſoul-expanding notes in rapture flow; 

Where pointed thought in poliſh'd diction dreſt, 25 

With every grace aſſaults the yielding breaſt ; 
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„% TO STELLA; ON A, 


O, powers of Genius | even the Miſer's heart, 


In the ſweet tranſport, bears a tranſient, part; 


He thrills, unconſcious whence his pleaſures come, 


Who ne er had dreamt of rapture, but at home; z 30 


1 


But, ah the flight impreſſion quickly dies, 


Or on the noxiqus ſurface floating lies; 


The momentary virtue ne'er was brought 


To frame one bountequs deed, one generous thought, 


His harden'd ſpirit only knows to ſhun | 35 


The lore of willom, and the genial ſun 


Of warm humanity ; - ah! joyleſ breaſt, 


Which never hail'd a ſelf-rewarding gueſt! 


T hen 87 py wretch, to thy congenial cell, 


And quit the haynts where freer ſenſations dwell, 40 


How has your bounty, cheer'd my humble ſtate, ; | 


And chang'd the colour of my gloomy fate! 


Still ſhall your image ſooth my penſive ſoul, 
When ſlow-pac'd moments, big. with miſchiefs, roll; 


Still 


VISIT TO MRS. MONTAGU. 55 


Still ſhall I, eager, wait your wiſh'd return, 45 
From that bright Fair who decks SKARESPEARE'S umm © 
With deathleſs glories; every ardent prayer 

Which Graticude can waft from uE Gincere, 

Each warm return to generous bounty due, 

Shall warm my heart for you and Moxracv. 50 
Bleſt pair! O, had not fouls like your's been given, 
The ſtupid Atheiſt well might doubt a Heaven ; „ 

Convinc d, he now defens his gloomy land, 

Owns Mp the nobleſt proof of a creating hand. 
Gal. 1 0 by externals wrought, Fs 

Dropt far beneatli ſublimity of Thought x 

a But cou'd he thoſe ſuperior wonders find, 

Which form and actuate your nobler mind, 

How wov'd-the Heathen, ſtruck with vaſt ſurpriſe, 


Atoms deny, while ſpirit fill'd his eyes. 60 
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To | the S Au M. Ez; 


oN HER | 
ACCUSING THE AUTHOR OF FLATTERY, 
e . 


Aſeribing to the i that Praiſe 
Which 18 due 0 to * Creator, 


x C USE me, STELLA; ſunk in humble ſtate, 
With more than needful awe I view the great ?} 
No gloſſy diction e'er can aid the chought, 
Firſt ſtamp'd in ignorance, with error fraught. vw 
My friends I've prais'd—they ſtood in heavenly guiſe 
When firſt I ſaw them, and my mental 9 6 
Shall in that heavenly rapture view them ſtill, 
For mine's a ſtubborn and a ſavage will; 


* 


a... 


T0 LP PEBEA 
No cuſtoms, manners, or ſoft arts I boaſt, 
On my rough ſoul your niceſt rules are loſt; 


Tet ſhall unpoliſh'd gratitude be mine, 


57 


10 


While STELLa deigns to nurſe the ſpark divine. 


A ſavage pleads—let een her errors move, 


And your forgiving ſpirit melt in love: 


„ A 
*% A 
N 


O, cheriih Leue v 8 lambent ane, 


From Heaven s own = boltm 72 ſoft pleader came! 


Then deign to bleſs : a ſoul, who'll ne'er degrade | 


Tour gift, cho ſharpeſt miſeries invade! 


4 2 — * 


You 1 acknowledge, next to bounteous Heaven, 


M 


* 
Fa 


Like his, your influence cheers where er tis given; 20 
N N 


Bleſt in dif] penſing !'g gentle STELLA, hear 
My only, ſhort, but pity-moving Prayer, 
That thy great foul ily ſpare the ruſtic Mule, 


| Whom Science ever ſcorn'd, and « errors am . 


SOLILOQUY. 


NE \ y HA T folly to complain, 
Or throw my woes againſt the face of Heaven? ? 


Its, ſelf-created, prey upon my foul, 


And rob each coming hour of loften'd Peace. 


What then ? 15 F ate : to blame? 3 1 choſe diſtreſs; ; 


Free will was mine; 3 I might have ſtill been * 
From a fore-knowledge of the dire effect 


And the ſad E of reſiſtleſs love. 1 
| 1 knew the ſtruggles, of a wounded mind, 
a 
| 


Not ſclt-indulging, and nat prone to vice, 


Knew all the terrors of contiins paſſion, 
Too ſtubborn foe, and ever unſubdu'd 


I2 


Yet 


$QLILOQUY. 


Yet raſhly parley'd with the mighty victor. 
Infectious miſts Upon My ſenſes hang, 

More deadly than LerTnian deus which fall ng 
From Sounus' baugh, on che poor wearied wretehy 


Whoſe woes are fully told 


The dire contagion creeps thro” all my frame, 18 


Seizes my heart, and drinks my ſpirit Us. it. 1:17 


Ah! fatal Poiſon, whither doſt thou tend? 


Ef Tear not my ſoul, with agonizing paints e oe FF 
There needs no more ; ; the world to me iS: loſt, 7 

I awd. all the whirl of life-unneeded thrift. 

I Bekch ut the Sun, und fly his beams, 

Like ſome fad ghoſt which loves the moonleſs night, 

And penſive ſhuns the morn. The deep receſs 26 

Where dim-ey'd Melancholy ſilent fits, 

Beckoning the poor deſponding lighted wretch, 

Suits well. Tis we'd find a gloomy reſt 

'Tis here the fool's loud clatter leaves me ſtill, 30 


Nor 


60 s 0 LILO Q V. 
Nor force unwilling anſwers to their tale: 
But, ak! this gloom, this lethargy of thought, 
Yields not repoſe ; I ſigh the hour away; 
The next rolls on, and leaves me till oppreſt. 
But, oh! ſwift-footed Time, tho ceaſeleſs racer, 35 
Thou who haſt chac'd fire thouſand years before thee, 
With all their great events, and minute trifles, 
Haſte, with redoubled ſpeed, bring on the kar; * 
When dark Oblivion's duſky veil ſhall ſhroud | 


Too painful Memory, 
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Fee thou nobleſt ardor of the foul! 
Immortal eſſence! languor- $ beſt ſupport! 
Chief . proof of glorious man! 
Firm cement of the world ! endearing tle, F 


Which binds the willing ſoul, and brings along * 
Her chaſteſt, ſtrongeſt, and ſublimelt powers * 5 


All elſe the dregs of ſpirit. Love's ſoft flame, 
Bewildering, leads th? infatuated ſoul ; 


Levels, 
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62 ADDRESS TO FRIENDSHIP. 


Levels, depreſſes, wraps in endleſs miſts, i 0 * 
Contracts, diffolves, enervates and enflaves, 10 M 
Relaxes, finks, diſtracts, while Fancy fills 2 
T h' inflaming draught, and aids the calenture. M 
Jmoxicating charm yer well refin'd Wy 1 
By Virtue's brightening flame, ie it aſcends, 
As incenſe | in its WR circles mounts, ; 5 
Till, mix and loſt, with Thee i it boaſts thy name. | d 1 
\ 
Thou unfound bleſſing woo 'd with ea eager hope, l 
As clowns the nightly rapou wilt purſue, ws | 
And ms gl od graſp to cheet ics lonely ys. ; 8 
Vain the wide ſtretch, pa exin the thorten'd b breath, : 0 
For, ah! the bright actufion onward flies, 21 | | , 
While the ſad ſain deceiy 10 now cautious treads 5 
The « common beaten wack. nor r quits i it more. l 
0 | 


Not unexiſting art t how but 0 rare, 


* 


1 


That delving fouls ne” er find thee; dis ; to thee, 2 3 


When 


* ea 


2 2 
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When found, if ever found, ſweet fugitive, 
The noble mind opes all her richeft ſtores; 
Thy firm, ſtrong hold ſuits the courageous breaſt, - 


Where ſtubborn virtues dwell in ſecret league, 


And each conſpires to fortify the reſt. 30 


Etheria ſpiries alone may hope to prove 
Thy ſtrong, , yet often'd rapture ; foften'd i more 
* When penitenee ſucceeds to injury; 

When, daubting pardon, the EPR pleading eye 


On which the ſoul had once with pleaſure dwelt, 35 


Spwims in the tear of ſorrow and repentance, 
| The faultleſs mind with treble pity views 
The tarniſh'd friend, who feels the ſting of ſhame; 


| is chen too lick barely to forgive; 


Nor can the foul reft on that frigid thought, 40 


But ruſhing fwiftly from her Stoic heights, 
With all her frozen feelings melted dawn 


64 ADDRESS. TO. FRIENDSHIP. 


By Pity's genial beams, ſhe ſinks, diſtreſt, 01 


Shares the contagion, and with lenient hand 


Lifts the warm chalice fill'd with conſolation. 


* * „0 - 
* 0 


„ » * 


pe Yet Friendſhip's name oft decks the crafty lip, n? 


With ſeeming virtue clothes the ruthleſs ſoul ; 


* - - 


5 Grief-ſoothing notes, well feign'd to look like Truth, 


Like an inſidious ſerpent ſoftly creep | 


| To the poor, guileleſs, unſuſpecting heart, 


14 St > 
* 


Explore her ſacred treaſures, baſely heave 
| Her hoard of woes to an unpitying world; 


Firſt ſooths, enſnares, expoſes, and betrays. | 


41 6 


; * 
- * 14 * 
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What art thou, fiend, who thus ulurp 't the form 5 8 


Of the ſoft Cherub ? Tell me, by what name 


T he oſtentatious call thee, thou who 3 8 


The gloomy peace of ſorrow- loving ſouls? 


Why thou art Vanity, ungenerous ſprite, 


EOS -. Eo... 2 
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ADDRESS TO FRIENDSHIP. 65 


| Who tarniſheſt the action deem d ſo great, 60 
And of ſoul-ſaving eſſence. But for thee, 
How pure, how bright wou'd THEROx's virtues ſnine; 
And, but that Thou art incorp'rate with the flame, 
Which elſe wou'd bleſs where'er its beams illume, 

My grateful ſpicir had recorded here _ 6s 
Thy ſplendid ſcemings. Long I've known their worth. 


O, *tis the deepeſt error man can prove, 
To fancy joys diſintereſted can live, 

| Indiſſoluble, pure, unmix'd with ſelf; 
E Why, 'twere to be immortal, twere to own 70 | 


No part but ſpirit in this chilling gloom. 


My ſouls ambious, and its utmoſt ſtretch 
Wou'd be, to own a gin that's deny'd. 
Now, at this bold avowal, gaze, ye eyes, 
Which kindly melted at my woe-fraught tale; 75 
. F Start 
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66 ADDRESS TO FRIENDSHIP. 


Start back, Benevolence, and ſhun the charge; 


Soft bending Pity, fly the ſullen phraſe, 


Ungrateful as it ſeems. | My abject fate 
Excites the. willing hand of Charity, 


The momentary ſigh, the pitying tear, : 80 


And inſtantaneous act of bounty bland, 


To Miſery ſo kind; yet not to you, 


Bounty, or Charity, or Mercy mild, 
The penſive thought applies fair Friendſhip's name; 


That name which never yet cou'd dare exiſt 85 


But in equaließ dan 8... 6 
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e THE 


| Honourable H——E W—=E, 


ON READING 


The CASTLE of OTRANTO. 


December, 1784. 


No praiſe thee, WaLeoLE, aſks a pen divine, 
And common ſenſe to me is hardly given ; 


 Branca's Pen now owns the daring line, 


And who expects her muſe ſhould drop from Heaven? 


My fluttering tongue, light, ever veering round, 5 
On Wiſdom's narrow point has never fix'd 
I dearly love to hear the ceaſeleſs ſound, 


Where Noiſe and Nonſenſe are completely mix'd. 


F 


0 in £4 ws 


The 


6s ON THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO. 


The empty tattle, true to female rules, 
In which thy happier talents ne'er appear, 10 
Is mine, nor mine alone, for mimic fools, 


Who boaſt 2h ſex, Bray ca's foibles wear. 


| Supreme in prate ſhall woman ever ſit, 
While Wiſdom ſmiles to hear the ſenſeleſs ſquall 3 
Nature, who gave me tongue, deny'd me wit, 15. 


Folly I worſhip, and ſhe claims me all, 


The drowſy eye, half-cloſing to the lic, 
Stares on OTRanTo's walls; grim terrors riſe, 
The horrid helmet ſtrikes my ſoul unbid, 


And with thy Cox RAD, lo! Branca dies. 29 


Funereal plumes now wave; ALyKHoNs0's ghoſt - 
Frovns o'er my ſhoulder ; filence aids the ſcene, 
The taper's flame, in fancy'd blueneſs loſt, 


Pale ſpectres ſhews, to Manrazp only ſeen. 


P N a 
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ON THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO. 69 
Ah! MaurREp! thine are bitter draughts of woe, 25 
Strong guſts of paſſion hurl thee on thy fate; 

Tho' eager to elude, thou meet'ſt the blow, 


And for RicaRbo ManFRED weeps in ſtate. 


By all the joys which treaſur d virtues yield, 
I feel thy agonies in War. yort's line; 9 
Love, pride, revenge, by turns maintain the field, 


And hourly tortures rend my heart for thine. 


Hail, magic pen, that ſtrongly paint'ſt the ſoul, 
Where fell Ambition holds his wildeſt roar, 
The whirlwind rages to the diſtant pole, > os 


And virtue, ſtranded, pleads her cauſe no more. 


Where's MaxrxEp's refuge? WALPOLE, tell me where? 
Thy pen to great St. Nicnos As points the eye; 
Fen Manerzd calls to guard Ar rHOxsO's heir, 


Tho conſcious ſname oft gives his tongue the lie. 40 
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70 ON THE CASTLE OF OrRAN ro. 
MarTiLDa! ah, how ſoft thy yielding mind, 


When hard obedience cleaves thy timid heart! 


How nobly ſtrong, when love and virtue join'd 


To melt thy ſoul and take a lover's part | : 


Ah, rigid duties, which two ſquls divide! 45 


Whoſe iron talons rend the panting breaſt! 


Pluck the dear image from the widow'd ſide, 


Where Love had lull'd its every care to reſt, 


Hvpor rr! fond, paſſive to exceſs, : 1 4 7 
Her low ſubmiſſion ſuits not ſouls like mine; 50 
Branca might have lov'd her MANFRED leſs, 


Not offer d leſs at great Religion's ſhrine, 


Implicit Faith, all hail! Imperial man 


Exacts ſubmiſſion; reaſon we reſign 
Againſt our ſenſes we adopt the plan. 355 
Which Reverence, Fear, and Folly think divine. 


But 


ww 


ON THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO. 71 


But be it fo, Branca ne'er ſhall prate, 
Nor IsABELLA's equal powers reveal; 
You Manrreps boaſt your power, and prize your ſtate; 


We ladies our omnipotence conceal. © 60 


But, oh! then ſtrange-inventing WareorLE, guide, 
Ah! guide me thro” thy ſubterranean ifles, 
Ope the 8 where all thy powers relide, x 


And mimic Fancy real woe e beguites. 


The kind inventreſs dries the ſtreaming . 
The deep - reſounding groan ſhall faintly die, 
The ſigh ſhall ſieken ere it meet the air 


And Sorrow's diſmal troop affrighted fly. 1 


Thy jawleſs ſkeleton of JoppA's wood 
Stares in my face, and frights my mental eye; $0. 
Not ſtiffen'd worſe the love-fick Farpertc ſtood, 


When the dim ſpectre ſhriek'd the diſmal cry. 


1 But 


72 ON THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO, 


But whilſt the Hermit does my ſoul affright, 
Love dies—Lo! in yon corner down he kneels ; 
I ſhudder, ſee the taper ſinks in night, 75 


He riſes, and his fleſhleſs form reveals, 


Hide me, thou parent Earth! ſee low I fall, 
My ſins now meet me in the fainting hour; 
Say, do thy Manes for Heaven's vengeance call, 


Or can I free thee from an angry power ? 89 
0 1 


STELLA! if WarLeoLe's ſpectres thus can ſcare, 
Then near that great Magician's walls ne'er tread, 
He'll ſurely conjure many a ſpirit there, 


Till, en, thou art number'd with the 4 


Oh! with this noble Sorcerer ne'er converſe 3 bs 
Fly, STELLA, quickly from the magic ſtorm ; 

Or, ſoon he'll cloſe thee in ſome high-plum'd/ heatſe, 

Fhen raiſe another Angel in thy form, 


Truſt 


& THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO. 73 


Truſt not his art, for ſhould he ſtop thy breath, 
And good ALrnonso's ghoſt unbidden riſe; 90 
He'd vaniſh, leave thee in the jaws of death, 


And quite forget to cloſe thy aching eyes. 


But is Braxca ſafe in this Now vale ? 


For ſhould his Goblins ſtretch their duſky wing, . 


Would they. not bruiſe me for the ſaucy tale, gg 


© Would they not pinch me for the eruchs 1 Gng? 


Yet whiſper not I've call'd him names, I fear 
His Artzr, would my hapleſs ſprite torment, 


He'd cramp my bones, and all my ſine ws tear, 


Should STELLA blab the ſecret I'd prevent. 100 


But huſh, ye winds, ye crickets chirp no more, 
I'll ſhrink to bed, nor theſe ſad omens hear; 
An hideous ruſtling ſhakes the lattic'd door, 


His ſpirits hoyer in the ſightleſs air. 
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74 ON THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO. 
Now, MorPnevs, ſhut each entrance of my mind, 105 
Sink, fink, OTRanTo, in this vacant hour; 


To thee, oh, balmy Gop! I'm all reſign'd, 


To thee e'en WaLpoLE's wand reſigns its power. 


ro 


1955 Þ 


TO HER GRACE 


The Ducheſs Dowager of PORTLAND, 


ATATURE! thao dite Principle, whole devihs. 


The curious mind wou'd willingly explore 
Thou, who in univerſal order ſway'ſt 
The jarring atoms of a various world! 
The SczyrTic's Deity ! whoſe wilder'd foul | 35 
Ne er reach'd, by Faith, thy firſt ſtupendous cauſe. : 


Immediate emanation of a Go! 
o, ſwell the untaught rapture bid it riſe 
Spontaneous in my bare uncultur'd mind! 
Thou ſhalt aſpire, when Gratitude aſſiſts, - 40. 
To nobler heights than Science ever dar'd. 

5 Then 
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Then ſound with extacy a PoxTLAND's name, 


And bid it live beyond the wreck of worlds, 


For her let Fancy pierce the deep abyſs, 

Dart thro? the liquid element, and tread 1 5 
The ſhelly pavement, dazzling with the glare 92 E 
Of varied hues; the lively coral here, 


Here the pale pearl; the lovely vivid green 


Of brilliant Onyx, and the ſapphire's blu 1 


The TRrroxs, ſporting in their oozy grots, 20 


Forget to heave the tempeſt- loving wave; 


The huge Leviathan, which late had ſcap'd 
Norwegian toils, and ſtung by Fear, deſcends 


More ſwift than eagles mount meridian heights, 


Feels rapture added to the joy of life, 2g 


Whilſt NErruxz, from his floating couch, thus 


W119 ſpeaks - | BNE 1; 343 
&PoRTLAND my deep dominions dares explore, 
5] ** ; FR Nor 
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DOWAGER OF PORTLAND. 77 


« Nor here alone the Naturaliſt purſues 


s 3 tf 
. "4 2, #4 f 


& 


« Thoſe hidden gems by vulgar ſouls ne er priz d; 


 & For her the bold adventurer ſhall dare 30 


© The golden ſerpent in ARABIAN wilds, 
© ASPHALTITES, and the venerable N1LE, 
cc Pluck the fair apple which GOMORRAH'S flame #4 


« Has fill'd with ſulphur ; tread once hallow'd earth 


Where ancient S10Nn ſtood; thoſe heights aſcend 35 


« Which pious Noan, oft DzucaLion call'd, 
- Firſt hail'd with grateful.joy, and fearleſs preſs 
e The Caplan wave: for her the rover ſeeks 


© The ſcatter'd remnants of a ruin'd wörld. | 


< But that the ſurge yon planet wou'd 0 'erwhelm, 40 


<© The roots of Ocean wou'd I throw to land, 
“And all my gems ſhou'd meet her generous eye. 


«© .———[t mult not be; great Jovx's indignant frown 


© Wou'd ſhrink each coward wave beneath his fellow. 


This boon refus'd, I give a nobler ſtill _ 45 


8 : | « In 


78 TO THE DUCHESS, &c. 

te In ſweet exchange; magnificently good, 

e Her godlike ſoul the wanderer ſhall ſooth, 

« Chaſe the ſad gloom from Sorrow's woe-ſunk eye, 


« And bid each future minute fly in peace.“ 


Thus ſpake the Gov, the lining ſurges catch 50 
The potent ſounds, and waft them to the ſnore; 
Echo to MAnTUAN groves the ſtrain prolong'd ; 
But TiTYRuUS had long forſook the ſhade ; 


And, ſince his abſence, Melody has mourn'd. 


[f 


On " MONTAGU. 


We boaſt, O arrogant, imperious man, | 


Perfe&tion ſo excluſive | ? are thy powers 
Nearer avprocciing Dein ? can'ſt thou ſolve by 
Queſtions which high Infinity propounds, 
Soar nobler flights, or dare immortal deeds, . [5 


Unknown to woman, if ſhe greatly dares 


To uſe the powers aſſign'd her? Active ſtrength, 


The boaſt of animals, is clearly thine ; 


By this upheld, thou think'ſt the leſſon rare 


That female virtues teach ; and poor the height 10 
Which female wit obtains. The theme unfolds — 


Its ample maze, for MonTacu befriends | ö 


% ON MRS. MONTAGU; 


The puzzled thought, and, blazing in the eye 


Of boldeſt Oppoſition, ſtrait preſents 1 
The ſoul's beſt energies, her keeneſt powers, 15 
Clear, vigorous, enlighten'd ; with firm wing Se 
Swift ſhe o'ertakes bis Muſe, which ſpread afar 1 


Its brighteſt glories in the days of yore. 


Lo! where ſhe, mounting, ſpurns the ſtedfaſt earth, 0 
And, ſailing on the cloud of ſcience, bears > 20 T 
The banner of Perfeftion,— — . : O 


Aſk GaLL1a's mimic ſons how ſtrong her powers, 


Whom, fluſh'd with plunder from her SyarzsPrart's 


7 page, is 17 | T. 

She ſwift detects amid their dark retreats; — . At 
(Horrid as Cacus in their thieviſh dens) dug Sh 
Regains the trophies, bears in triumph back Ce 
The pilfer'd glories to a wond' ring world. . Di 
So STELLA boaſts, from her the tale I learn'd ; W 


With pride ſhe told it, I with rapture heard. 


3 | O, MonTacv! . 


ON MRS, MONTAGU, 67 


O, MoxTaev ! forgive me, if Iſing 30 


Thy wiſdom temper'd with the milder ray 
Of ſoft humanity, and kindneſs bland: 


So wide its influence, that the bright bearns 
Reach the low : vale where miſts of ignorance 
lodge, | 
Strike on the innate ſpark which lay immers'd, 35 
Thick clogg'd, and almoſt quench'd in total night— - 


On me it fell, and cheer'd my joyleſs heart. 


Unwelcome is the firſt bright dan of light 
To the dark ſoul ; impatient, ſhe rejects, 
And fain wou'd puſh the heavenly ſtranger back; 40 


She loaths the cranny which admits the day ; 


Confus'd, afraid of the incuding gueſt; ä 


Diſturb'd, i to receive the beam, 
Which to herſelf her native ae bens. 


% itt 
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32 ON MRS. MONTAGU. 


The effort rude to quench the cheering flame 45 
Was mine, and e'en on STELLA cou'd I gaze 
With ſullen envy, aud admiring pride, 
Till, doubly roug'd by Monracu, the pair 
: Conſpire to clear my dull, impriſon'd ſenſe, 
And chaſe the miſts which dimm' d my viſual 
. n e n 


Oft as I trod my native wilds alone, 


Strong guſts of thought wou'd riſe, but riſe to die; 
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Awhile for vent, but found it not, and died. 36 
Thus ruſt the Mind's beſt powers. Yon airy rde; 
Majeſtic ocean, flowery vales; gay groves, | 
Eye-waſting lawns, and Heaven-attempting hills, „ 
Which bound th' horizon, and which curb the view: 
All thoſe, with beauteous imagery awak'd 60 
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ON MRS. MONTAGU, 9g 


My ravifh'd foul to extacy untaught, - 


Teo all the tranſport the rapt ſenſe can bear; 

But all expir'd, for want of powers to ſpeak ; 

All periſh'd | in the mind as ſoon as born; 

Eras'd more quick than ew on the 105 my 


O'er which the cruel waves, unheedful, roll. 


Such timid rapture as young * EDwix ſeiz d, 
When his lone footſteps on the Sage obrrude, 


Whoſe noble precept charm'd his wond'ring ear, 


Such rapture fill'd + LACTILLA'S vacant ſoul, 70 


When the bright Moraliſt, in ſoftneſs dreſt, 
Opes all the glories of the mental world, 
Deigns to direct the infant thought, to prune 


The budding ſentiment, uprear the ſtalk 


Of feeble fancy, bid idea live, 75 
Woo the abſtracted ſpirit from its cares, 
3 See the Minſtrel. + The Author. 
AO 19 Ga And 


3% ON MRS. MONTAGU. 


And gently guide her to the ſcenes of peace, 
Mine was that balm, and mine the grateful heart, 
Which breathes its thanks in rough, but timid 


ſtrains. 


CLIFTON 


CLIFTON HILL; 
Written in JaxUARY 1785. 


1 N this lone hour, when angry forms deſcend, 
And the chill'd ſoul deplores her diſtant friend ; 


When al her {prightly fires inactive lie, 
And gloomy objects fil the mental eye; 


When hoary Winter ſtrides the northern blaſt, 5 


And F LORA'S beauties at his feet are caft 5 
Earth by the griſly tyrant deſert made, 
The feather'd warblers quit the leafleſs ſhade ; 


Quit thoſe dear ſcenes where life and love began, 


And, cheerleſs, ſcek the ſavage haunt of man; 10 


63 How 


85 S 1 TON HILL 


How mourns each tenant of the ſilent grove | 
No ſoft ſenſation tunes the heart to love ; 
No fluttering pulſe awakes to Rapture's call ; 
No ſtrain reſponſive aids the water's fall. 


The Swain neglects his Nymph, yet knows not why ; 


The Nymph, indiffetent, mourns the freezing ſky; 16 


Alike inſenſible to ſoft deſire, 
She aſks no warmth—but from the kitchen fire; 


Love ſeeks a milder zone; half funk in ſnow, 


* 


* . 


LACTILLA, ſhivering, tends her fav'rite cow; 20 


The bleating flocks now aſk the bounteous hand, * 
And cryſtal ſtreams in frozen fetters ſtand. 

The beauteous red - breaſt, tender in her frame, 
Whoſe murder marks the foot with treble ſhame, 


Near the low cottage door, in penſive mood, 25 


Complains, and mourns her brothers of the wood. 


Her ſong oft wak'd the ſoul to gentle Joys, | 


For 


All but his ruthleſs ſoul whoſe gun deſtroys. 
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For this, rough clown, long pains on thee ſhall wait, 
And freezing want avenge their hapleſs fate; 30 
For theſe fell murders may'ſt thou change thy kind, 
In outward form as ſavage as in mind; 

Go, be a bear of Pythagorean name, : 


From man diftinguiſh'd by thy hideous frame. 


T ho? low and penſive now the moments roll, 35 


Succeffive months ſhall from our torpid ſoul 
Hurry theſe ſcenes again ; the laughing hours 
Advancing ſwift, ſhall ſtrew ſpontaneous flowers; 


The early-peeping ſnowdrop, crocus mild, 


And modeſt violet, grace the ſecret wild; 40 


Pale primroſe, daiſy, maypole-decking fweet, 
And purple byacinth rogerher meet: 3715 
All Nature $ ſweets | in joyous Arie move, 


And wake the frozen foul again to love. 
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The ruddy ſwain now ſtalks along the vale, 4g 


And ſnuffs freſh ardour from the flying gale; 
The landſcape ſhes on his untaught mind, 
Strong raptures riſe, but raptures undefin'd ; 

He louder whiſtles, ſtretches o'er the green, 
The downcaſt look ne'er fixes on the ſwain, 

x hey dread his eye, retire, and gaze again, 

Tis mighty Love -e blooming maids, beware, 


Nor the lone thicket with a lover dare. 


No high romantic rules of honour bind e 


The timid virgin of the rural Kind; 


No conqueſt of the paſſions e er was taught, 


No meed e er given them for the vanquiſh'd thought. 


To ſacrifice, to govern, to reſtrain, 
Or to extinguiſh, or to hug the pain, 60 
Was never theirs; inſtead, the fear of ſname 


Proves a ſtrong bulwark, and ſecures their fame; 


Shielded ; 


By ſcreaming milk-maids, not unheeded, ſeen; 50 
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CLIFTON HILL: 4s 


* Shielded by this, they flout, reject, deny, 
With mock diſdain put the fond lover by; 


Unreal ſcorn, ſtern looks, affe&ed pride, | 65 5 


Awe the poor ſwain, and fave the trembling bride,” 


| As o'er the upland hills 1 take my way, 
My eyes in tranſ] port boundleſs ſcenes ſurvey : 


Here the neat 7 dome where ſacred raptures riſe, 


From whence the contrite e groan ſhall pierce the Kies ; 


Where ſin- ſtruck ſouls bend low i in humble prayer, 71 : 


And walt that Ggh whict ne er is loſt i in air, 


* 


Ah! ſacred turf! here a fond Parent lies, 


How my ſoul melts while dreadful ſcenes ariſe !- 


Ld ad Ah! ſhield me, Mercy ! from that thought, 
Wm 


. nen Church, In this thurck-yard hs Author's Mo. 
ther was buried. 8 | 


Dead ! 
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8 CLIFTON HILL, 
Dead! can it be? *twas here we frequent ſtrayd, 
And theſe ſad records mournfully ſurvey'd. 


I mark'd the verſe, the ſkulls her eye invite, 


Whilſt my young boſom ſhudder'd with affright! 80 


My heart recoil'd, and ſhun'd the loathſome view; 


be Start not, my child, each human thought ſub- 


due,” 
She calmly ſaid ; © this fate ſhall once be thine, 
My woes pronounce that it ſhall firſt be mine.“ 
Abaſn'd, I cavght the awful truths ſhe ſung,, B85 
And on her firm reſolves one moment hung; 
Vain boat bulwark tumbles to the deep, 
Amaz'd—alone I climb the Sighy ſteep ; 0 


My ſhrieking ſoul deſerted, ſullen views 


The depths below, and Hope's fond ftrains refuſe ; 90 


I liſten'd not She louder ſtruck the lyre, 


And love divine, and moral truths conſpire. 


The 


Re 


Br 


Sc 


* 


CLIPF/T © N HTE gr 


The proud“ Crceſean crew, light, cruel, vain, 
W hole deeds have never ſwell'd the Muſe's ſtrain, 
Whoſe boſoms others ſorrows neter aſſail, 9 . 
Who b unheeding, Miſery's bitter tale, | 


Here call for ſatire, would the vert avail, 
Reſt, impious race be Muſe purſues her aight, 


Breathes purer air on 1 s rugged height; * 


— 


Here nibbling flocks of ſcanty herbage gain 199 


A meal penurious from the barren plain; 
Crop the low niggard buſh ; and, patient, try 
The diſtant walk, and every hillock nigh : 


Some baſk, ſome bound, nor terrors ever know, 


Save from the human form, their only foe. 105 


Ye bleating innocents ! diſpel your fears, 


My woe-ſtruck foul in all your troubles ſhares ; 


N 7 
11 


* Ie is ſu ppoſed this word i 18 derived, though not very leg 


mately, from Caogsus, 


Tis 
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92 _ ELIF'TON HILL. 
'Tis but LactiLLa—fly not from the green: 
Long have I ſhar'd with you this guiltleſs ſcene, 
Tis mine to wander o'er the dewy lawn, 110 
And mark the pallid ſtreak of early dawn 
Lo! the grey duſk that ll'd the vacant ſpace, 
Now fleets, and fone light purſues the chace; 


From the hill top it ſeeks the valley low; 


„ = M a 


; Inflam d, the cheeks of morn with bluſhes glow; 115 


Behold it *'whelm'd in a bright flood of day, 


— 


It ſtrives no more, but to the God gives way. N 
| N 

Ye ſilent, ſolemn “, ſtrong, ſtupendous heights, A 
Whoſe terror- ſtriking frown the ſchool- boy frights M 
V 


From the young daw; whilſt in your rugged breaſt 120 


The chattering brood, ſecured by Horror, A Si 


Say, Muſe, what arm the low'ring brothers cleft, 
And the calm ſtream in this low cradle left? 
St, Vincent's rocks, between which flows the River 


Avon. 5 
I Coeval 
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Coeval with Creation they look down, 


And, ſunder'd, till retain their native frown. 125 5 


Beneath thoſe heights, lo ! balmy ſprings * ariſe, 
To which pale Beauty's faded image flies; 

Their kindly powers life's genial heat reſtore, 

The tardy pulſe, whoſe throbs were almoſt o'er, 
Here beats a livelier tune. The breezy air, 130 
To the wild hills invites the languid fair: 

Fear not the weſtern gale, thou tim'rous maid, 
Nor dread its blaſt ſhall thy ſoft form invade ; 


Thoꝰ cool and ſtrong the quick'ning breezes blow, 


And meet thy panting breath, twill quickly grow 135 


More ſtrong ; then drink the odoriferous draught, 5 
With unſeen particles of health tis fraught, 
Sit not within the threſhold of Deſpair, 5 | 


Nor plead a weakneſs fatal to the fair; 


* The Hot Wells, 
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R CLIFTON HILL 


Solt term for IxboEN CE, politely given, 140 


| 7 


By which we win no joy from earth or heaven. 


Foul Fiend ! thou bane of health, fair Virtue's . 


Death of tfue pleaſure, ſource of real pain © 


Keen exetciſe ſhall brace the fainting ſoul, 


And bid her ſlacken d powers more vigorous roll. 145 


| Blame got my ruſtic lay, nor think me rude, 

If I avow Conceit's the grand prelude = 
To dire difcaſe and death,” Your high-born'riiaid,”” 
Whom faſhion guides, in youth's firſt bloom ſhall 


fade; 

She ſecks the cauſe, the effect would fain clude, I 50 
By Deatts oerſtretching ſtride too cloſe purſu d. a 
She faints within his i wy graſp, yer ſtares, 


And wonders why the P yrant yet appears 210 
/ 


Abrupt—ſo ſoon—Thine, Faſhion, is the crime, 


Fell Dina does the work of time. 155 
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How thickly cloth'd, yon - rock of ſeanty foily - 
Its lavely verdure ſcorns the hand of Toil, 
Here the deep green, and here the lively plays, 


The ruſlet birch, and ever-blooming bays z 


The vengeful black-thorn, of wild beauties proud, 160 


| Blooms beauteous in the oloomy-chequer'd crowd: 
The barren elm, the uſeful feeding oak, 
Whoſe hamadryad ne' er ſhould Goal the ſtroke 

Of axe relentleſs, till twice fifty years 


Have crown'd her woodland joys, and fruitful 


cares. . ö 


The pois' nous reptiles here their miſchiefs bring, 
And thro' the helpleſs ſleeper dart the ſting 
The toad envenom'd, hating human eyes, 


Here ſprings to light, lives long, and aged dies. 


b * LSIoR Wood. 5 
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The harmleſs ſnail; ſlow-journeying, creeps away, 170 
Sucks the young dew, but ſhuns the bolder day. 
(Alas! if tranſmigration ſhould prevail; 

I fear LacriLLa's foul muſt houſe in ſnail.) 
The long-noſed mouſe, the woodland rat is here, | 
The ſightleſs mole, with nicely-pointed ear; 173 
The timid rabbit hails th' impervious gloom, 


Eludes the dog's keen ſcent, and ſhuns her doom, 


Various the tenants of this tangled wood, 
Who ſkulk all day, al niche! review the food; | 


Chew the waſh'd weed driven by the beating wave, 180 


Or feaſt on dreadful food, which hop'd a milder 
grave. 

| Hail, uſeful channel | Commerce ſpreads her wings, 
From either pole her various treaſure brings; 


Wafted by thee, the mariner long ſtray d, 


Claſps the fond parent, and the Gghing maid 3 185 
e =>, | Joy 


CLIFTON HILL, 


Joy tunes the cry; the rocks rebaund the roar ; 


The deep vibration quivers long the ſhore ; 


WH 


The merchant hears, and hails the peeping maſt, - 


The wave-drench'd ſailor ſcorns all peril paſt ; - 


Now love and joy the noiſy crew invite, 


: - 


And clumſy muſic crowns the rough delight. 


Tours be the yulgar diſſonance, while 1 


Croſs the low ſtream, and ſtretch the ardent eye 


O'er Nature's wilds; 'tis peace, tis joy ſerene, 


The thought as pure as calm the vernal ſcene. 
Ah, lovely meads! my boſom lighter grows, 
Shakes off her huge oppreſſive weight of woes, 
And ſwells in guiltleſs rapture ; ever hail, 


The tufted grove, and the low-winding vale! | 


Low not, ye herds, your luſty Maſters bring 


The crop of Summer and the genial Spring 
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Feels 


11 s ID j 
— ——— — 2 


Ir ron An. 


Feels ſor your wants, and ſoftens Winter's rage, 
The hoarded hay-ſtack ſhall your woes aſſuage ; 
Woes ſumm'd in one alone, tis Nature's call, 
That ſecret voice which fills creation 4 205 


Beneath this ſtack * Lovisa's dwelling roſe, 
Here the fair Maniac bore three Winters ſnows. 
Here long ſhe ſhiver d, ſtiffening in the blaſt, 
The ligtnings round their livid horrors call 5. 
The thunders roar, while ruſhing torrents pour, 210 


* 


And * new woes to bleak affliction s hour; 


The heavens lour diſmal while the ſtorm deſcends, 


No Mother's boſom the ſoft aan befriends z | 


: * 7 . 


* The beautiful unfortunate Lovisa, fugitive Foreigner, 
lived three years in a ſtate of diſtraction under this hay- ack, | 


without going into a houſe. She once confeſſed, in a lucid 


interval, that ſhe had eſcaped from a Convent, in which ſhe 
had been confined by her father, on refuſing a marriage of his 


propoſing, her affections being enaged to another man. 


12 But, 
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But, frighten'd; o'er the wilds ſhe ſwiftly flies, 


And drench'd with rains, the roofleſs hay-ſtack tries. 


* 


The morn was fair, and gentle —— ſought 216 


Theſe lonely woodlands, friends to ſober Thought; 
With Solitude, the ſlow- pac'd maid is ſeen 


Tread the dark grove, and unfrequented green, 


Well — knew their lurkings; PHOEBUS ſhone, 220 


While, muſing, ſhe purſued the track alone. 


O, thou kind friend | whom here I dare not name, 


| Who to Lovisa's ſhed of miſery came, 


Lur'd by the tale, figh'd o'er her beauteous form, 


And gently drew her from the beating ſtorm, 225 


Stand forth—defend, for well thou canſt, the cauſe 
Of Heaven, and juſtify its rigid laws; 
Yet own that human laws are harſhly given, 
T1 When they extend beyond the will of Heaven. 
Say, can thy pen for that hard duty plead, 2 30 


By which the meek and helpleſs maid's decreed 
5 ro 


CLIFTON HILL. 


To dire ſecluſion? Snatch'd from guiltlefs joys, '- | 


1c 


To where corroding grief the frame deſtroys 
Monaſtic glooms, which active virtue cramp, 
Where horrid ſilence chills the vital lamp; 235 
Slowly and faint the lanquid pulſes beat, 
And the chill'd heart forgets its genial heat; 
The dim funk' eye, with hopeleſs glance, explores 
The ſolemn aiſtes, and death-denouncing doors, 
Neer to be paſs'd again, —Now heaves the ſigh, 18 
Now unavailing ſorrows fil the eye: ry 
Fancy once more brings back the long-Ioſt youth 
To the fond ſoul, in all the chartng'of Truth; 
ste welcomes the'lov'd image ; buſy Thought 755 
Pourtrays the paſt, with guiltleſs pleafures fraught; 
Tis momentary bl, tis rapture high, 436 
The heart O'erflows, and all is extacy. 2 not 
MrMORY ! 1 charge thee yet preferve the ſhade, © 
le wat yak gilt ß nder: © 


Forbear 


CLIFTON HILL 102 
Forbear the eruel future yet to view, 250 
When the ſad ſoul muſt bid a long adieu, 
F'en to its fancied bliſs—Ah 1 turn not yet 
Thou wretched binkrupe, that muſt ſoon forget 
This fare wel draught of joy: lo! F ancy dies, 
E'en the thin phantom of paſt pleaſure flies. 285 
Thought ſinks in real woe; too poor 1 ? 
Her preſent bliſs, ſhe bids the future live; * 
: The ſpirit ſoon quits that fond claſp for ſee, 
The future offers finiſh'd miſery. 
Hope quite extinct, 10! frantic thre? the aiſtes 260 


She raves, while SerERSTT Ton grimly ſmiles. 


Ib ' exhauſted mourner mopes then wildly ſtalks | 


Roond the drear dome, and ſeeks the darkeſt walks, | 
The glance diſtraRted each ſad ſiſter meets, 


T he forrow-ſpeaking eyes in filence greets 265 
Each death: devoted maid; Lovis here ö 


Runs thro” each various ſhape of ſad deſpair ; 


Now 


02 CUEIFTON HILL 
N ow ſwells with guſts of hope, now ſick' ning dies; 
Alternate thoughts of death and life ariſe 
Within her-panting ſovl ; the firm reſolve, 270 
The new deſire, in ſtrongen fears diſſolve. 

She ſtart— then ſeis d che moment of her late. 


l 


Quits the lone cloyſter and the horrid grate, 


Whilſt wilder horrors to receive her wait; dale 
Muffled, on Freedom 8 happy plains: . ſtand, 275 
And eager ſeize her not reluctant hand N 57 
Too late to theſe mild ſhores the mourner came, - 
For now the guilt. of flight Gerurhelms her frame: 
Her broken vows in wild diſorder roll, 58980 
And ſtick like ſerpents | In; ker rembling fo foul; 280 
Tnovchr, what art thou ? of the ſhe. boaſts no 
mog o fass 55 
O'erwhelm'd, thou dy'ſt amid the wilder roar 
ot lawleſs anarchy, which ſweeps the ſoul, 
Whilſt her drown'd faculties like, pebbles roll, 
Unloos'd, 


CLIFTON HILL. 193 

Unloos'd, uptorn, by whirlwinds of deſpair, 285 

Each well-taught moral now diſſolves in air; 5 
Diſhevel'd, lo! her beauteous treſſes fly, 
And the wild glance now fills the ſtaring eye; 
The balls, fierce glaring in their orbits move, 
Bright ſpheres, where beam'd the ſparkling fires of 5 
,, 290 
Now roam for objects which once fill'd her mind, 
Ah! long-loſt objects they muſt never find. 
IIl-ſtarr'd Louisa! Memory, tis a ſtrain, 
Which fills my ſoul with ſympathetic pain. 
Remembrance, hence, give thy vain ſtruggleso'er, 295 


Nor ſwell the line with forms that live no more. 


THE END. 5 


K — 75 
2 9 8 


—— ———— a 2 — 
g * » — 2 


— A om ae 


2 


